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To his GRACE the 


Duke of ARGTLE 
and GREENVVICH, &c. 


= CKNOWLEDGMENTS are the on- 
ly Effects that are expected to be 
produc'd from a Poetical Eſtate, to- 
wards the Payment of our Debts. 
TRE Succeſs of the Spartan Dame 
has been ſo extraordinary, that the Income of her 


Reputation has enabled me to pay down ſome of 


thoſe Acknowledgments for the many Favours, 
which I have receiv'd from Your Grace: I have 
ever thought it one of the greateſt, that I have 
been allow*dto beſo frequently near Your Grace's 
Perſon, where I have had thoſe great Qualities to 
admire, which have ſo univerſally diſtinguiſh'd 
You, at Home, and Abroad, to be of the firſt 

Names in Europe. 
Your forward Valour in War, was very ear- 
ly known to the World; and Your Conduct in 
A 2 it, 
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it, to the laſt, has been no leſs Illuſtrious. Flax- 
ders, Spain, and Scotland, have been the Scenes of 
Your Actions, in the higheſt Ranks of the Ar- 
my; and ſo long as thoſe Wars remain recorded 
in Story, Your Name will be remembred with 
Honour. | | 

THe whole Courſe of Your Life has been 
carry'd on in the ſame Spirit and Vigour. The 
Court, and Camp, Cabinet, and Senate, have been 
all, on different Occaſions, Witneſſes of Your 
eminent Abilities, and Publick Virtues; as Your 
generous Protection of Your Friends, and en- 
gaging Courteſy to all Mankind, are daily In- 
ſtances of Your private Virtues. 

My Lord, ſuch heroick Merit, ſuch uſe- 
ful Accompliſhments, and ſuch agreeable Man- 
ners, have juſtly made Your Grace eſteem'd a 
moſt Noble, and moſt Worthy Patron. 


I am, 
May it . pleaſe Your Grace, 
Your 1 Oblig'd, and 
moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 


5 | Tho. SOUTHERNE. 


PREFACE. 


LIES. HIS Tragedy was begun a Tear be- 


COLE 


— NJ fore the Revolution, and near four 
i 1 At written without any View, but 
3 . upon the Subject, which I took from 
tbe Life of Agis in Plutarch. Many 
thin interfering with thoſe Times, I laid by 
what I had written for ſeventeen Years : I ſhew'd 
it then to the late Dake of Devonſhire, who 
was in every regard a Fudge; he told me, he 
ſaw no Reaſon why it might not bave been acted 
the Tear of the Revolution: I then finiſÞd it, and, 
a I thought, cut out the exceptionable Parts, but 
could not get it ated, not being able to perſwade 
my ſelf to the cutting off thoſe Limbs which I 
thought eſſential to the Strength and Life of it : But 
fince I fonnd it muſt pine in Obſcurity without it, 
I conſented to the Operation; and after the Ampu- 
tation of every Line, very near the Number of Four 
Hundred, it flands on its own Legs ſtill, and by 
the Favour of the Town, and indulging Aſſiſtance 
of Friends, has come ſucceſsfully forward upon the 
Stage. 
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The — Lines were added by the Au- 
thor upon the occaſion of Printing the Play 
intire, as it was firſt writ. 


In this Edition you have the Spartan Dame, as 
he was originally drawn, with the Lines inſerted 
(with this Mark ©) which were left out in the A- 
&ion. The Play was begun by the Command of 
the Dake of Berwick, and encourag d by many ne- 
ver to be forgotten Favours of that great Man : 1 
was a Lieutenant in his Regiment, when moſt ad- 
vantageouſiy recommended to him by the famous Co- 
lone] Sarsfield, of Ireland, afterwards Earl of Lu- 
can. His Grace gave me a Company, and diſco- 
wered in a little time, a generous Diſpoſition of ma- 
king my Fortune; which, as it would have been no 
hard Matter for a King's Favourite Son to accom- 


Pliſb, he would probably have finiſh'd, had not the 


Changes of the World, depriv'd his Country of his 
Service, and his Dependants of his Support. I was 
then tumbled down from a high Expectation, but 
efterwards happily laid in the Way of bis Grace of 
Argyle, who has always been a Promoter of my 
little Intereſt, and a Fauourer of this Tragedy in 
iti confinement, and diſgrace; which, ſince its co- 
ming abroad, has this to be prond of, that it has been 
patroniz'd by the illuſirious Names of Berwick, and 
Argyle. I bave now au Opportanity of doing Juſtice 
to the Dead, by acknowledging that the laſt Scene 
of the 3d Act, was almoſt all written by the Honon- 

rable 
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rable John Stafford, the maſt excellent Father of 

the preſent moſt worthy Earl of Stafford. Zis an 
Argument of Honeſty, that I can reſtore to the Fami- 
ly a Treaſure, ſo long depoſited in my Hands, Imean, 
the Reputation of the beſt Scene inthe Play: But J 
have my Reward in the honourable Fame, of having 
fo noble a Friend ia ſo maſterly a Mriter, to joyn 

' with me in the Compoſition. I have but this to ſay 
for the Bookſeller, that as he has paid me the extra- 
ordinary Price of one hundred and twenty Pounds 
for an imperfect Picture of the Spartan Dame, ſo, 
ſince it is finiſſ*d, and the Lady at full Length, by 
the Addition of ſo many Lines, which were chiefly 
the Lineaments, and, to be preſumed, the Orna- 
ments of her Character, I wiſh ſhe may appear as 
amiable in the Eyes of the Town, for his Advan- 
tage, as ſhe did for my Profit in his; when Mr. Chet- 
wood fell ſo dangerouſly, ſo deſperately in love with 
her, and, in defiance of all Rivals, bad ſo expenſive- 
ly high for her Favour. | 
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P R O LOGUE. 


By Mr. Fenton, and ſpoken by 
Mr. Cibber. 


HEN Realms are ravag d with ivaſrue Foes, 
Each Boſom with heroick Ardor glows; 
Old Chiefs, refleing on their former Deeds, 
Diſdain to ruſt with batter'd Invalides; 

But active in the foremoſt Ranks appear, 

And leave young ſmock-fac'd Beaux to guard the Rear. 

So, to repel the Vandals of the Stage, 

Our Vet'ran Bard reſumes his Tragic Rage : 

He throws the Gauntlet Otway us'd to wield, 

And calls for Engliſhmen to jndge the Field: 

Thus arm'd, to reſcue Nature from Diſgrace, 

Meſſieurs ! lay down your Minſtrells, and Grimace: 

The brawnieſt Youths of Troy the Combat fear'd, 

When old Entellus in the Liſts appear d. 

Tet what avails the Champion's Giant Size, 

When Pigmies are made Umpires of the Prize ? 

Tour Fathers (Men of Sen ſe, and honeſt Bowlers) 

Diſdain'd the Mummery of foreign Strollers : 

By their Examples wou d you form your Taſte, 

The preſent Age might emulate the paſt. 

We kop'd that Art and Genius had ſecur d you; 

But ſoon facetious Harlequin allur d you : 

The Muſes bluſh'd, to ſee their Friends exalting, 

Thoſe elegant Delights of Figg, and Vaulting : 
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So charm d you were, you ceas'd awhile to doat 
On Nonſenſe, gargl d in an Eunuch's Throat. 
All pleas'd to hear the chatt ring Monſters ſpeak, 
Hs old Wives wonder at the Parſon Greek. 
Such light Ragouſts and Muſhrooms may be good, 
To whet your Appetite: for wholeſome Food : 

But the bold Britton ne er in earneſt dines 
Without ſubſtantial Haunches, and Surloius. 

In Wit, as well as War, they give us Vigour; 
Creſſy was loſt by Kickſhaws, and Soupe meagre. 
Inſtead of light Deſſerts, and luſcious Froth, 
Our Poet treats To-night with Spartan Broth ; 
To which, as well as all his former Feaſts, 

The Ladies are the chief invited Gueſts. 

Crown'd with a kind of Glaſſenbury Bays, 

That bloom amid the Winter of his Days ; 

He comes, ambitions in his green Declme, 

To conſecrate his Wreath at Beauty's Shrine. 

His Oroonoko never fail d to engage 

The radiant Circles of the former Age: 

Each Boſom heav'd, all Eyes were ſeen to flow, 
And ſympathize with Iſabella ? Woe : 

But Fate reſerv d, to crown his elder Fame, 
The brighteſt Audience for the Spartan Dame. 


PROLOGUE. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Leonidas, a King of Sparta, 
driven out by the People. 
Cleombrotus, attains the King- 

dom by the Expulſion of Le- 
onidas, marry'd to Celona, but Mr. Booth. 
in Love with her Siſter The- 
lamia. wy 
Eurytion, Husband to Thelamia 
of Leonidas's Party. 5 Mr. Wilks. 
Ageſilaus, the ww an — 
cendiary of the People again . 
Leonidas, and faſt to the In- Mr. Gorey- 
tereſt of Cleombrotas. 
pn ami Lend . 
Manarocles, ) fide with Cleom- C Mr. Hill. Mills. 
Thracion, 5 brotus, Mr. 0 ates. 
Crites, Husband to Bixautbe. Mr. Cibber. 
Cleon. 
Timæus. 


0 Mr. Mills. 


WOMEN. 


Celona, or C helonis, Daughter 5 
of Leonidas, marry'd to Cle-b Mrs 01dfeld, 
ombrotus. 


Thelamia, her Siſter, Wife to eMrs 8 
Eurytion. 0 ; ; 


Eupbemia, another Siſter, a Re- 
cuſe in Diane's Temple. | Furs 2588 


Byzauthe, a Relation, and At-7 Mrs 1 
tandant on Tbelamia. - 


Citizens, Guards, Gentlemen, and Attendants. 
SCENE SPAR T A. 
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SPARTAN DAME. 


ACT IL SCENE I. 


Ageſilaus, Mandrocles, and Cleon. 


AGESILAVUVS. 


AVE you prepar'd the Bills? 
n ch They're ready, Sir. 
VN 5 Ageſ. Then haften to the Senate, and 
de ſure 
Propoſe em as the buſineſs of the Day: 
Ss They'll take up all our Time. . 

Cleon. I wo'not fail. [Exis. 

Mand. The rich Men all join with Leonidas, 

« His Party ſtrong, and vigorous againſt 
« Thoſe Bills, and Us; they wo'not eafily paſs; 

Ageſ. Paſs! they ſhall paſs : the People fide with Us, 
« They're now in Arms, array'd, and diſciplin'd, 

To baniſh him he City, or degpſe him, 
+ It he appear againſt Us. 


Maud, 


12 The SPARTAN Dame. 


Mand. He indeed 
*« Aprees not with the humour of the Times, 
Nor fits our purpoſe. 

Ageſ. Then Cleombrotus 
* Aſſiſts our Cauſe, out of a Royal Hope 
© The Tumult may depoſe his Father, then 
He is a King. 

Mand. The Change will mend us all. 


Cleombrotus and Thracion to em. 


Cleom. The Harveſt of our Hopes at laſt is come, 
Rich in a Crop that will reward the Toil; 
A plenteous Crop, to fill the Reaper's Hand, 
And with the Binder's Shayes load every Barn. 
Ageſ. Let us not then ſtand idle: every Man 
His Sickle to the Work, You Mandrocles, 
And Thracion, you, muſt to your ſeveral Poſts, 
Cleom. Summon our Friends, and lead your Parties to 
The Hyppodrome: We ſhall have need of you. 
Tra. You ſha'not want us long. 
Mand. We wo'not fail you. 
- Ageſ. 1 am the Engineer to fire the Senate; 
The Flame muſt break out there. 
Cleom. I'll follow you. 


- 


If we ſucceed; a King ſhall thank your Loves. 2 


Celona enters to Cleombratus. 


Cleom. Celona here! my Wife! 

Celo. Your loving Wite. 

Cliom. You're early up to-day. 

Celv. My Bed, my Lord, 
Has no more Charms for me, when you are gone. 
' Cleom. Dreſs'd ſooner too than uſual, 

Celo. My Beauties, 
Such as they are, are honeſt, and my own; 
They go to Bed with me, with me they riſe, 
And need not many Hours in putting on. 
Beſides, for me to court my Morning Glaſs, 
And praQtiſe Looks, were loſs of Time indeed. 
Jam already what the Vanity g 
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Of a fond dreſſing Pride, in all its height, 
And Wantonneſs of Expectation, : 
Can raiſe my Wiſhes to; I am your Wife, 
Moſt honour'd in that Title; and deſpiſe 
Th' Applauſe and Breath of any other Praiſe, 
Than of my Virtue, and Obedience now. b 
Cleom. Hear this, you libelling Marriage -mortifiers 
You unhous'd, lawleſs, rambling Libertines! 
Senſeleſs of any Charm in Love, beyond 
The Proſtitution of a common Bed, 
Lewdly enjoy'd, and loath'd: hear, hear, and kneel 
Before this Shrine, repent, and all get Wives; 
That from the healthy Conftitution 
Of your own chaſte Endearments, you may gueſs 
At what I feel, too mighty for my Tongue. 
Celo. O ſtop not here! my liſtning Soul is charm'd 
Into my Ears, and dies upon the Sound 
Of ev'ry Word, ſoft as a Lover's Wiſh, 
And I cou'd hear you ever. 
Cleom. O my fair One! 
There is a Story, but I have not time 
Now to inform thee in it — 
Celo. O my Fears! [ Hide. 
Cl:om. That will delight thee == 
Celo. Your Words always do, 
Cleom. Ay, bu: theſe Words carry ftrong Senſe indeed, 
A Sovercign Senſe. 
Celo, The Meaning is too plain, LA.. 
Cleom. I won't anticipate the Happineſs, 
By telling what you will ſo quickly find: 
But raiſe your Wiſhes high, mount your Deſires 
On bold \mbition's Wing; whoſe airy Flight 
Sho ts thro' the Clouds, to mingle with the Stars 
When rext we meet, I ſhall behold thee — 
Celo. A miſerable Woman. 
Cleom, How, Celona 
Celo. O my Cleombrotus) my Lord, my Life! 
What Furies urge you on this deſp'rate Courſe, 
That leads to certain Ruin? © 
Qa. Whither wou dſt thou : 


Cel 


— 
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| Cele. I fear'd indeed before, but now I find 

| The Ephori, thoſe Fiends of popular Pow'r, 
| By damning Spells have wrought upon your Soul, | 
Seduc'd you into a Combination | 


Of their black Plots againſt Leonidas: 
« Leonidas, a King, and Father too! 
« O ſound thoſe aweful Words: Methinks there waits 
« A Reverence upon the very Names, 
That ſhould diſarm the Reſolution 
| « Of every Heart, and Hand, that would rebel. 
| Why do you turn away ? 
| Cleom. O] I muſt leave you. 
Celo. I am your ſelf, my Lord. 
Cleom. Pray let me go. 
Celo. Half of your ſel your Wife. 
Cleom. You are my Wife. 
| Celo. And in that Right I ſpeak, and ſhou'd be heard, 
My Fame muſt live but in your Chronicle; 
|; And as your Actions ſhow to After - times, 
1 My Memory will be honour'd, or deſpis'd; 
Therefore I fpeak, and therefore muſt be heard. 
 _ Cleom. Then I muſt hear you. 
Celo. Suffer not, my pot 
Th induſtrious Malice ot our Hiſtories, 
To take th' Advantage of a Crime like this, 
To ftain the glorious Story of our Lives, 
And curſe our Names to late Poſterity, 
Clem. Why, if the People, as they are incens'd 
« Againſt the King, ſhould offer to ſe him: 
% How can we help our ſelves? I but ſtand out 
The gext, and lineally ſucceeding Heir, | 
« And wo'not looſe my Right. 
Celo. Your Right, my Lord, 1 
« Is nothing, the King living, tho depos 
« Unleſs _ ſtand I he People's Voice, 
« Preterring their Election to a long 
« Hereditary Line oi Spartan Kings, 
« Deriv'd from the rich Blood of Hercules. 
« Cleom. I claim in my deſcent from Hercules, 
« No otherwile, 


Cas, 
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Celo, * O! I have heard you ſay, 
« You ſcorn'd an Empire, at the publick Price 
« Of ſlaviſh Thanks, and baſe-born Courteſie: 
« Keep up that Spirit till, and do not now 
Like a young waſteful Heir, mortgage the Hopes 
« Of Godlike Majeſty, on bankrupt terms, 
« To raiſe a preſent Pow'r, that's fickly held 
« By the frail Tenure of the Peoples Will. 
Cleo. Thou wou'dſt not have me ſtand a Looker on? 
Behold the ſtrongeſt Hand carry the Prize 
Of Empire from my Hopes ? 
Celo. My Soul difdains 
The Weakneſs of that Thought: No, no, my Lord, 
I wou'd not have you tame at ſuch a time, 
Boldly aſſert the Cauſe of Majeſty, 
The Right of the good King, his Right, and yours; 
| * is the Succeſſion. | 
com. What I do, | 
Is to ſecure it mine. 
Celo. O have a care! 
« Let not Ambition loſe what thus it toils for. 
When once the People get the jadiſh Trick 
« Of throwing off their Kings, no Ruler's ſafe: 
« *Tis in the Nature of Man's Wickedneſs, 
To flop at nothing that will bear Excuſe: 
« And Precedent is more than an Excuſe; 
« It takes the Force of Law: How then, my Lord? 
« If as they would Un-king my Father now 
« To make your way, their giddy Humour changing, 
« They drive you out to make another Room? 
„For wiat bas been, they ſay, may be again; 
s And you are made th' Example of that Truth. 
Cleom. © No more! | 
« This Theam does not become a Woman's mouth. 
Celo, ** Indecd it does not, Sir; a King's juſt Cauſe 
© Shou'd never picad in poor precarious Words, 
«© But in the Voice of Thunder : Then we tremble, 
« Sink in our Fears, and fall before the Throne; 
Then how we roar and promiſe Loyalty 
Clem. This is a preaching Spirit, give it o'er. 
Celo. « O! think what tis to be the Peoples Slaye; 
-. 
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% To owe your Pow'r to their Inconſtancy : 
« For ſhou'd the good Gods leave their heavenly Thrones; 
« To rule below, they could not pleaſe us long: 
« The ſawcy Cenſurers of Soveraign Sway 
« Wou'd tax their Government; Divinity 
« It ſelf were not ſecure, without a Guard 
«« Of Bolts, and Flames, to awe rebellious Man. 
Boy enters. | 
. Crites, my Lord, attends you, [ Exit; 
. Pray retire, 
And in this Confidence, that all my Actions 
Shall wait upon my Honour. 
Celo. That's my Hope, | 
Your Honour muſt engage you to the King, 
And in that Hope I leave you. [Exit 
Cleom. Tender, and Chaſte, and Fair! nay, ſhe was once 
The boaſted Pride, and Judgment of my Choice: 
So ſhe was thought, and ſo I valu'd her: 
But ſhe's my Wife; and nothing, but a Wife, 
With all her Charms, could have been tale fo ſoon; 
Crites enters behind him. 
O Curſe of Marriage! Plenty makes its Wants; 
And what was meant Love's Food, ſtarves all its Joys: 
The Feaſts come quicker than our Appetites; 
Yet forcing Nature ſtill, at laſt we cloy, 
And ſurſeit ev'n to loathing. 
Crit. My good Lord, 
Thelamia may reſtore — 
She only can, my Crites. O that Sound! 
The very Mention of Thelamia's Name, 
Like a ſtrong Philter, rages in my Veins, 
Shoots thro” the boiling Channels of my Blood, 
Up to my Heart; then with treſh Fury fed, 
Strikes at my Brain, where forming Fancy fits, 
Divining Pleaſures in Thelamia's Arms; 
Which thou, and I, in all our Search of Love, 
And Riots in Experience of the Sex, | 
Coud ne er find out in any other Woman; 
©! ſhe is excellent, and in that Thought 
[muſt enjoy br. oi 
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Crit. She's Eurytions now: 
The Prieft but yeſterday receiv d their Vows, : 
Their mutual Vows, bleſs'd em, and made em One. 
Cleom. How! made em One! Ol that the cunning Prieſt 
Had conjur'd Us together, made Us One; 
Incorporated Body, Blood, and Lite, 
Our Spirits mix'd, and Love been all our Soul: 
Then I had been his Votary for ever. 
What's to be done? Speak thou, who can ſt adviſe. 
Crit. She's your Wife's Siſter. 
Cleom. That's a Name indeed, too diſtant from my Hopes. 
Crit. Then beſt forgotten. She knows your Love ? 
Cleom. She muſt have known it long, 
But warily affects an Ignorance, 
That flies the Notice of it. 
Crit. She perhaps 
Miftakes it only for a Brother's Love, ; 
Cleom. No, no, ſhe knows me, and my Meaning well. 
Crit. And flyes for Retuge to Eurytion s Arms; 
She muſt not *ſcape you ſo. Eurytion, 
Faſt to Leonidas, oppoſes you, 
And every Way 
Cleom. His Virtue bluntly ſtands 


_ . Joſt in my Aim of Empire, as of Love. 


Crit. Remove him then, and all your Plots fly ſure, 
Point blank, and level to the yery White 
Of your Deſigns. 
Cleom. Tvelamia, and a Crow 
Crit They go together. 
Cleom. In that only Thought 
I'll conquer even Impoſſibilities: 
I know the Appearance is to Reaſon hard; 
But a King's Love ſhould never know Deſpair. 
Crit. Deſpair! name not the Word: You know, my Lord, 
I'm fortunately for your Service marry'd 
Into Eurytion's Family: My Wife 
Gives me a Title to their Confidence, 
Which Pve improv'd, by a profeſſing Zeal 
Of Loyalty, and Roariog for the King, 


To 
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To ſuch a Reputation, that has been 
A Key to all their Counſels. I have ſery'd 
Your politick Deſigns, and may aſſiſt 
Your Love Affairs. 
Cleom, O! there is Life in thee, 
Crit, All, Sir, depends upon this very Day 
For the Succeſs: hark, you are ſummon'd forth [ Shouts. 
To head the Crowd: It your Ambition thrive, 
You have her in your Pow'r, 
Cleom. If that fhou'd fail, 
I wo'not fail my ſelf; Force ſhall prevail. —[Exemrt, 
| [Shouts again, 


Ly ſander and Zenocles enter. 


Lyſ. What's to be done? All's in a wild Combuſtion. 
Zen, The People, like a Torrent in its Fall, 
Diſdaining Oppoſition, bear down all 
Before 'em : Ceremonies, Cuſtoms, Rites, 
Laws humane and divine ; Orders, and Men 
Devoted to the Gods, profan'd, and ſcorn'd. 
Ly/. All Quality, Diſtindtion, and Degree _ 
Oß Place, or Virtue, ſwept away, like Rubbiſh, 
By the vile Hands of popular Confuſion. 
Zen. Our Party in the Senate-Houſe, I thought, 
Was ſtrong enough, concluding cn thoſe Fools 
Of Argument, and Noiſe, who roar'd for us: 
Bur when it came to Bl»ws, our Orators, 
So famous for their Battles at the Bar, 
And Victory in Words, ſneak'd from their Chairs, 
Stinted their Rhet'rick to a ſingle Prayer, 
And wiſh'd us well 
Lyſ. Slaves! who, but Minutes fince, 
Drew down the Terror of loud Laws upon us, 
And ſpoke in Thunder; now, tho' they ſee the Rabble, 
With more than barbarous Brutality, 
Driving their lawful Monarch thro* the Streets, 
Have not the Courage of a Lifor's Voice, 
To bid *em keep the Peace. 
Zen. Eurytion yet 
Stands firm, and conſtant ! to the Royal Cauſe. 


_ by. 
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Ly{. O'erpower'd by the Multitude, I ſaw him 
Retreat towards unos Temple. 
Zen. There the Street 

Is narrow, and may friend our Purpoſe well. 
Ly. Th Example of his Loyalty may ſteel us 

To the performance of ſome glorious Action, 

Great as our Cauſe, becoming honeſt Men. 

Crites with Euphemia enters to om. 
Zen. The fair Enphemia ! 
Lyf. O! thou Royal Maid! 

No Sanctuary left for Innocence! i 
Euph. Tis fit my Father's Fortune ſhou d be mine. 
Cru. I've ſnatch'd this Casket from the common Spoil, 

Worthy the Sefeguard of the general Gods: 

And, as my Maſter's Heart is treaſur d here, 

l place her in the Virgin Goddeſs” Shrine. 

Zen. The Gods, and good Mens Pray'rs muſt (ide with us. 
[Ex. Crites with — one way, Ly ſander 
and Z. 


Exter Mandrocles and Thracion heading a Rabble of Citizens, 


Mand. Nay Fellow-Citizens, you ſhall be ſatisfied 
« In every Point. „5 

Thra © And have the Reaſons. 

1 Cit. © Why if we have Law for what we do, 
« What care we for Reaſon? 

2 Cit. Law is above Reaſon, I hope. 


3 Cit. Or ſome of our Senators might be whipt for 


« their Speeches 
1 Cit. I grant you, Reaſon does well enough within 


doors, in the management of a Family, in the diſcipline 


of our Children, or in the correction of a Wife. 
2 Cit, * The correction of a Wife, Neighbour ? 
* Have you Law for that? 


1 Cit. No, but have Reaſon very often. So that I fay, 


« Between Man and Man, Reaſon may be reaſonable 
Sometimes: But if it once meddles with State Aﬀairs, 
„ *Tis an Aſs, and deſerves to leave his leather Ears 
la the Pillory for affronting the Government. 
« As for example now 

. 2 Cit, 
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2 Cit, As for Examples, Neighbour, we come to make | 


« Examples, and we'll make em for others to follow: 
% We'll go our own Way: What we do, we do by Vir- 
« tue of the Prerogative of the People. : 
1 Cit, © The Prerogative of the People to be ſure, every 
« Body _— that, bur I love to ſpeak plain, and a 
« litt 
Inflammation would do well to quiet Mens Minds: 
So as I was ſaying by way of example 
« Here's Law on one fide, and Reaſon on th'cther : 
« Suppoſe 'em Plaintiff and Defendant, 
% Who wou'd you think now a fit Jud 
« To decide the Quarrel between Law and Reaſon? 
2 Cit, Who, but the People, Man? We can't be 
« Corrupted, becauſe we know nothing of either, 
[Shouts a; ax", 
1 Ct. What Shouts are theſe? come, we loſe time, 
% Away, to fire the Tyrant's houſe, baniſh. him, or 
ñ We muſt do fomething, now our hands are in. 
Mand. © A little patience : theſe are our Friends, 
« Who come to join with us, 

Tra. We muſt appear to head em. 

Mand. « This is our Rendezvous. In the mean time 
« Be reſolute, and bold | 

IMandrocles and Thracion go out. 

1 Cit. As bold as Rebellion according to Law 
« Can make us. 

__ inother Citizen enters. 

Cit. Nay, better or worſe, « as he proves in the wearing, 
But ſo it is, © the old King Leonidas is fled to the Tem- 
« ple of Funo: The Ephori have cited him to anſwer ſome 
« Miſdemeanors; but he not appearing, bas forfeited his 
© Recognizance to the People: So they have depos'd him 
« according to Law, and proclaim'd Cleombretus King in 
«. his Room. 

1 Cit. „ He has always ſhown himſelf the People's 
Friend.” Now we ſhall have the Laws for taking away 
our Debts, and dividing the Lands. Lycurgus, as we have 
all heard, was a wiſe Man, and loy'd the People. In his 
Days we were all equal. c 
2 Ct. Equal, Neighbour! as how? How equal, pray? 

1 Ci. 
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1 Cit. How equal! why equal in reſpect of Equality ! 


How ſhoud it be? 


That is, one Man as good as another. 
2 Cit. Ay, thoſe were Times indeed: 
But we, and our Fathers afore us, now-a-days, 
Are little better than Raſcals, that's the Truth one. 
1 Cit. Stand aſide: the new King is coming this Way; 


Let's ſee how his Majeſty has alter'd him 


The very ſame thing ſtil] for Courtefic— 
See how he bows, and ſmiles on every Hand 
Stand cloſe, hell ſpeak anon. 


Cleombrotus Enters attended. Ageſilaus, Mandrocles, and 
Thracion, with Lyſander, Zenocles, and Crites, 
Priſoners. ; 
Cleom. My Thanks among you, my moſt worthy Friends 
This but begins, what a long happy Reign | 
(The Gods and you confirm it long, and happy,) 
Sball multiply in Bleſſings on you all. 
Not One of you tho Stranger, Helot, Slave, 
** So born, ſo made,” who has this Day appear d 


In the Defence of Sparta, and her Laws, 


But Sparta here adopts among her Sons. 
Crit. The Sons of Sparta now are Slaves indeed. 
Cleom. And as her Sons, ſhall find a Parent's Care 

To make you happy, and ſecure you ſo, 

In all the common Goods of Government. 
Ones. Liberty, Freedom; Liberty in Sparta! [Shouting, 
Cleom, Enough of this. If there be one among you 

„ Wou'd know, as all ſhall be convinced, why [ 

« His Son by Marriage, and in Blood the next 

« Of the Royal Branch of the Agiades, 

*« Have thus proceeded *gainſt Leonidas: 

« To him I ſpeak, he ſhall be ſatisfied: 

« And to that purpoſe, | entreat you all 

To wait me to the Senate. Houſe; there I 

Will give the Reaſons ot my Actions: 

Which, when our frighted Scnators ſhall find 

Founded on po Deſign, but what intends 

The publick Wea), our Liberties, and Laws, 

And the kind Care of all our People's Peace, 
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1 n ow? i 
Ageſ. Miſtaking you indeed, and all your Ends. 
> <7 — gow are the Ephorus, 
The People's firſt chief Magiſtrate in Sparta. 
Ageſ. But you their Champion and Deliverer, 
Mand. The Patron of the People's Liberties. 
Tra. Their Lives, and Freedoms, all redeem'd by you, 
Cleom. Theſe are high ſounding Titles: but the way 
To keep 'em mine? | 
Ageſ. By paſſing of the Bills 
For cancelling Debts.— 
Cleom. And the dividing Lands. Et, 
« If Laws will pleaſe the Fools, they ſhall have Laws. 
Ateſ. Sir, cancelling their Debts, at preſent will 
Content em: ſtill keep ſomething in your Hands; 
Dividing of the Lands may ſerve a Turn 
Another time, and make an After-Game. 
Cleom. 1 2 advis d: lead to the —— 

Aeeſ. Yet cer you po, in a Juſtice here, 
Upon = People's =. — 

Cleom. My Mercy had forgot em: Zenocles, 
And you Lyſander, what you have advis d, 
And acted againſt me, I freely pardon. 

But as you have betray'd the People's Truft, 
Being of the Ephorate, yet ſiding with 
Leonidas, againſt their Intereſt, 

I, in the People's Name, diſcard you Both 
From that high Office; which I will ſupply 
With Men of worthier Note: You Mandrocles, 
And Thracion, ſhall fill op this Vacancy. 

Mand. and Thra. We are your Servants ever. 

Lyſ. We are doom'd. 

Zen. ls there ought elſe? 

 Age/. Releaſe em: You are free. But here's a Rogue 
Juſt ripe, and ready for the Hangman's Hands. 

Cleom. Thou Firebrand of Fools! what canſt thou ſay 
To qualify thy Miſchiefs by Excuſe, 
In hopes cf Pardon ? 

Crit. What 1 dic, I did 
In honeſt Earneſt, and ty open Day, 
In Duty to the Iniereſt 1 ſerv d: 
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And now to ſtammer out a weak Defence, 
Can't make me innocent, but wou'd betray 
A Fear, that never ſhall he Part of me. | 
Cleom. I know thee dangerous; yet ſince thou haſt 
Some Virtues, that prefer and place thee near 
The Truſt, and Boſom of a Man I love, 
And wou'd engage, I pardon all that's paſt: 
tion pardons thee: but his Heart ſcorns 
To be oblig'd: and therefore we are forc'd 
Not to depend upon him. Forward, Friends. Exeum 


Eurytion enters to Lyſander, Zenocles and Crites: 


Crit. Life is not yet become a Burden to me; 
Therefore I offer up, in thankfulneſs, 
To my Preſerver, to Eurytion, 
My Days to come, and their beſt Services, 
To wait upon your Fortune, 

. I accept 

Them, and thy Love, my Crites! «© Gentlemen, 
« I think you're caſt from your Employments too, 
« Your Office in the State. 

Lyf. « Why fare em well. 
„* Thoſe worthy Men, who have ſucceeded us, 

« Are fitter for the poſture of Affairs. 

« Zen. Ner do I enyy em the certain Fame, 
« That muſt attend the Story of theſe Times 
« To After-ages: I would be forgotten. 

Crit. Draw me but to the Life, the Thing I am, 
« And let me be remember'd, in the Scene 
« Ot this Day's Action, to the end of Time. 
« They cannot call us Traytors, nor they ſhannot. 
„ We have ſerv'd a Royal Maſter, and may live, 
« Some God propoſe the Means, again to ſerve him, 
« Who will ſecure our Memories againſt 
« The cenſure of looſe Tongues, when theirs ſhall ſtink 
In common Graves, without an Epitaph. 15 

Eury. Come to my Arms: * thou truly loyal Man! 
And O! embrace him all: This Spirit ſeems 
Inſpir'd to raiſe the Hopes of honeſt Men, 


— - _ —_ 
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Fearleſs, and free, we'll interchange our Souls, 
Both of the paſt, and what we may expect 
Frem what's to come. 
Zen. What is there to expect ? 
Lyſ. Or —— can you ? tte 
Crit. The Reign of Tyranny is begun. 
Eury. Oppreſſion, . Blood will follow ſoon. 
Let not the Carriage of Cleombrotus 
Lull us in a ſupine Security, 
Sooth our Credulity to the fond Thought, 
That he can pardon us. We are not fate, 
Till he be ſatisfied his Pow'r is ſo: | 
And that can't be, but by the Fall of thoſe 
Who have appear'd his Enemies. 
Crit. And how 
We Rand in his Opinion is well known. 
Zen. *Tis certain, Pow'r uſurp'd muſt be maintain'd 
« By the ſame Force that rais d it. 
Lyſ.“ How that Force 
„May be employ'd, on whom? 
Crit. On you, and me, 
« And all of us, if not in time prevented. 
Eury. We are not Boys, nor is Cleombrotus, 
Whoſe quick Suſpicion, as it will awake 
His Fears of us: ſo let our Reaſon too 
Provide againft the Danger of thoſe Fears, 
Which always end in Blood. For my own Part, 
I value Life, but juſt as Life deſerves: 
« But as the Servant of Leonidas, 
And follower of his fall'n Fortunes, 
Zen, All, we all are fo, | 
Ly/. « In Life, and Death his Servants. 
Eury. Then cheriſh Life to a more happy Hour, 
« That rv require us nobly. Times may mend, 
« The giddy Temper of the People's love 
„ May change again 
Ly.“ And we again may hope; 
Eury. For Uſurpation never $ 
Crites, ** I'm thinking what this Reformation 
% ( The canting Name of all Rebellions ) comes to: 
„Take it in pieces, and examine what 
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Remains to Publick Good, when Diſcontent, 


. Pride, Avarice, Ambition, larereſt, | 
Revenge, and Faction, have all ſerv'd their Ends. 
Zen. Vet theſe Reformers are, and will be ſtiPd, 
« The Fathers of heir Country. | 
Lyſ. * The People think 'em ſuch. 
Crit. O, the wiſe People! 
« The Pillars, and Supports of Common-wealths! 
Eury. Whar are they, but a Politick-herded Fool? 
„ Thcir Counſels as rumultuous, as their Crow du 
© Crit. * Ever in Rufineſs, always in the Wrong. ; 
Ewry. Merit they hay heard of, but they know not kovr, 
To find, or value it, but as retaiFd 
By the next Stander-· b 
Crit. They act, and think, 
« The ſelf-ſame way, juſt nothing of themſelves. 
| Eary. © Judging upon Appearances, and know 
„ "Things only ia their Names; no matter what 
« Their Natures are, what mean, or what intend, 
Crit. Becauſe a Reformation, in plain Senſe, 
« Promiſes fair, tho* wicked Men pervert 
« The houeſt-meaning Word, and change the Courſe 
And Current of Affairs, from good to bad, 
* From Lawfu} Monarchy to Tyranny, 
„ Or heaclong Anarchy; the People ſtill, 
* Adoring all things fainted by that Name, 
Are pkas'd, and call it Reformation till, 
Ly/. At leaſt it has the Charm of Novelty. 
Zen. And that ſtill makes a Holyday for Fools, 
Zury. A ſudden Thought, but hudled, and confus'd, 
Vaargu d yet, inſpires me with high Hopes, 
Which our united Counſels may digeft, 
To a Maturity of Growth ard Strength, 
* Ev'n to the Reſtoration of the King. 
Crit. © Let me but live to ſee that E Day, 
« And Fate take all behind, 
Lyf. An Age of Years 
„Wou'd cheaply purchaſe it. 
Eury. This Place, my Friends, 
Frequented, and ſo publick, __ not ſuit 
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Our preſent Purpoſe : Pray withdraw with me, 
And you ſhall know the Ground I work upon, | 
If then you find my Means ſufficient, 

To lead us on in this great Enterprize, | 

Our Dangers, as our Hopes, will be the ſame: 

«++ Happen the worſt, and all Endeayours fail; 

* Virtue has its Reward in ſuffering 

By Death, or Exile, for an injur'd King. [ Exennt, 


— cl 


ACT IL SCENE IL. 


Eurytion, with Crites and @ Servant. 


Eury. Heſe muſt with Speed and Safety be convey d. . 
"OP T [ Grves Letters to the Servant, who goes ou | ; 
And, Crizes, in theſe Tablets you will find [ 


The Method I propoſe in my Defign, 


Which you muſt be inſtructed in: You'll find F 

Something concern my Wife; let that be kept 1 

A Treaſure in thy Heart: for on that Truft | 

My All depends. / 
Crit. I'll keep: it as my Heart. 7 
Eury. Things thus diſpos'd for our Intelligence, N 

Nothing, that in our Abſence paſſes here, 

In favour, or delay of our Deſign, 

Can *ſcape our quickeſt Notice, 8 
Crit. Nothing can: : | 'A 

The diſtance ot Tegea from this Place T 

Favours our Poſts, that may be hourly with you: A 


« Thither the King intends, my Lord? : 

Eury. He does. Lyſander and Zenocles attend him. 'O 
My time grows ſhort: I have a Word or two . 
For my Thelamias Ear: A farewell Kiſs, 
Parting with ſuch a Wife, may be allow'd, 
And not * — my Duty; that Rite pay'd, 
Thither I follow too. 

Crit. 1 me ore nt "= Wh 
My ſtaying here behind methinks appears 
But an unaGtive, laſy © Loyalty; _ 
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1 would do ſomething for him. 
Eury. Pray, no more. ; 
Your ſtaying here at this time ſerves him beſt: 
Beſides, Thelamia, in my Abſence, may 
Need the Protection of thy friendly Care. 
Crit. Sir, I have done, and the Charge honours me. 
Eury. Pray, Crites, tell my Wife I'll go my ſelf. 


Thelamia enters. 


| The Graces all attending on her Step 


I ſtood but now ſuperior, and unmov'd, 
Ev'n in this Fleſh, and Frailty of a Man, 


To all the Storms of this bad Under - world. 
But wonder at the Virtue of thy Love; 


| Which, tho? worſe Days were to ſucceed theſe bad, 
Might entertain me thro long weary Years | 


Of wretched Life: deceiving all my Cares 


In thy dear Arms; forgetting All for thee. 


Thel. O, thou firſt Fondneſs of a Virgin Heart! 


How ſhall my untaught Innocence inſtruct me? 


; Thel, I fear the Gods are enyious of our Joys. 
Fury. Thus thou haſt often heard me: 1 
ban Thus charm'd, and fitted to thy tender Ear: 
As when I lock upon thee, my fir'd Heart 
- Muſt wanton in the Rapture of thy Praiſe. - 
2 D's Thus 


7 * 


Ho tell thee what my Heart wou'd have thee know? 


Eury. Thy Eyes inform me; their chaſte Beams inſpire 
And ſpeak in Smiles the Language of thy Heart ; 
Thy Heart, the Throne of Virtue! where my Peace, 
My Happineſs, and Life muſt wait for ever. 
Crit. I may provide her better Company. [ A/ide. 
Eury. O! let me thus tranſported, view thee ill! 
Still thus tranſported touch thee! and each Touch 


As raviſhing, as was that furious firſt, 


That gave me the Poſſeſſion of thy Love, 

And made thee mine for ever. FAT 

Crit. He grows'warm 

On the Imagination: I may cool you. lde. 
Hel. Cou'd this but laſt, my 1 4 
Eur. It ever ſhall. 
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Thus thou haſt always found me; but till now, 
Ne'er came prepar'd to leave thee, I haye told thee 
The hard Neceſſity that preſſes me, 
And by my Abſence beſt will be obey'd. 

Thel. Our Marriage ſure was ominous: The Storms 


That threatned, and the Face of Things 
That frown'd upon its Birth, when we were join'd, 


Portend ſucceeding Miſchiefs. 
Eury. Not to thee, 
My Love! they cannot mean thee any harm : 
Safe in thy Innocence, and Siſter's Love, 
Thy Fcars are yain: But I have done thoſe things, 
Cleombrotus, tho? I were reconcil'd 
To all his Ills, can never pardon me. 
« Therefore, beſides my Duty to the King, 
My Safety does adviſe my Abſence now. 
Thel. O take me with you then! This is a World 
The Weak will ſuffer in; and who ſo weak, 
As Woman thus expos'd, thus naked left, 
Without the Care—— 
Ery. Thou art my deareft Care, 
Thel. Yet I am left behind ou 
Eury. Not expos'd: 
O! think not ſo: My Crites here, my Friend, 
Whoſe Honeſty, ** his Service to the King 
Has ſo renown'd, is thy Security, 
Thy Refuge from all Wrongs. 
Crit. Sir, I am bound 
The Servant of your Fottune, 
Thel. He indeed 
Is truly honeſt; and *tis ſome Relief 
Of my Misfortunes, that he ſtays behind. 
Crit. My Life upon the Truſt. 
Eury. I know thy Faith. 
And farther, Crites, let Bizanthe know 
Her near Relation to my Wife, does claim 
Her,'a Companion of this Solitude, 
During my Abſence. 
Thel. Her kind Company 
Will paſs away the melancholy Hours. 
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Crit. Madam, my Wife ſha!l conſtantly aftend you. 
Eury. Tho' I am forc'd thus to abſent my ſelt 
From all I love; I ſhall contrive ſome Means, 
Some friendly Intervals to viſit thee: 
But then my Coming muſt be private, made 
A Secret; my own Servants not employ'd. 
Critæ, who has my Reaſons, will inform you, 
At better Leiſure, why I thus proceed. 
Thel. I have ſufficient Reaſons in your Will, 
A Law to me, and fhall be ſo obey'd. 
Eury. He ſhall be qualify d from time to time, 
To let you know what happens. 
Thel. I muſt hear 
Hourly of your Health know not why, 
A'tho' I knew you fafe in Crite Faith, 
Yet ftill my Heart muſt tremble in its Fears. 
Eury. Only the Tenderneſs of parting Love: 
Baniſh all Fears. Exeunt. 
Crit. Ay, ſo ſays Cxites too; 
security will ſerve the Turn as well. 
Here he diſpoſes in my Hands the Scheme 
Of their Deſigns, © to Re- inthrone the King: 
So much tor State Affairs. Then he commits - 
His Wife to the Protection of my Care, 
And certain Honeſty, Why thus he ſpares 
My Pains, and plays the Game into my Hand, 
My Honeſty , alas! that has long ſince 
Been brib'd by the Ambition of thoſe Hopes 
Cleombrotus muſt raiſe to Growth and Power. 
Therefore I am his Slave, and act all Parts, 
His Spy in Buſineſs, and in Love his what? 
The Word indeed is coarſe to dainty Ears; 
But he who makes his Fortune in this World, 
Muſt ſometimes do what he would bluſh to name; 
I wou'd not be obſerv d the Coaſt is clear 
[ Goes to the Door, and returns. 
„ Thus in the Days of Reformation, 
We muſt put on thoſe Forms, and Features, which 
Reſemble, and come neareſt our Deãgn. 
All are not born with handſome Faces; then 
33 Mend 
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Mend ecm, the Ladies will adviſe; 
Paint to the fair Complexion of the Times, 
And hide the natural Deformity. 
Whom have we here? I wonld obſerve unſeen 
Celona with Mandrocles, and Thracion. 
Celo. News of a Crown, and Royal Dignity, 
Is worth a Welcome ſure from any Hand. 
But when ſuch Men 
Mand. The Servants of your Will, 
Celo. Such Friends 
Thra. Your honour'd, faithful Slaves. 
Celo. Such worthy Friends! 
Mand. Our Lives, and Intereſts | 
Devoted to your Majeſty's Command. 
Celo. When ſuch as you are the kind Meſſengers, 
How can my Graritode expreſs my Thanks! 
Maxd. Medam, the Honour of your Royal Hand 


Ara. O'erpiys our Hopes. 


* 


Cielo. That's bur a lean Reward: 
« You have deposd my Father — Bat in that 
Quten— I wou'd employ my Pow': : 
« Ask ſomething that may put me to the Teft 
« Of what I can: I wou'd appear a Queen; 
And can my Pow'r be better exercis'd, 
« Than in the Service of ſuch=———Honeſt Men? 
Mand. O, Madam, you are pleas d 
Celo. What! honeſt Men! 
The other Party wonnot ſtile you ſo. 
« No Matter what they fay, poor paſſive Tools. 
Tra. We are as wel. b 
Celo. Nay, ſomething better ſure: 
Mand. Tho they are pleas d to call u. 
Celo. They preſume. Es 
Mand. © But 1 forgive em: Routed Rogues will rail, 
« »Tis all they have to eat by. 
Celo. Let em rail; 
They can but call you Rebels, Villains, Fools 
Mand. O Madam! we are Mapiſtrates, in Pow'r, 
To puniſh ſuch licentious Libellers ; _ 
| hey 


ih offering to kiſs her Hand, ſhe puts em by, on each 2 


| # 


af 
1 
1 
* 3 
by 
: 1 
Ay 
* 
* 


. . ** 
. 1 ee . 


„ 

Fi A 

9; 
Fe S 
: 8 
Be 


, 
7 
» 1 


« They dare not call us ſo 


The SPARTAN DAME. 31 


Celo. Then I will for 'em; 
You Brace of courteous, cringing Sycophants! 
You double-hearted Slaves, and double-tongu'd! 
Whoſe hollow Flatteries wou'd win me to 
Your rotten Sides, only to prop your Pride. 
Avaunt! be gone! But that I ſcorn, deteſt 
All the Adyantages of Place, or Pow'r, 
Such deſpicable, wretched Inftraments 
Can raiſe my Fortune to, you ſhou'd not ſcape 
The common Hangman's Hands: © I would let looſe 
« Some of Your own unreaſonable Laws, 
„ Which, in the Spirit of their popular Spleen, 
« Should worry you like Dogs My Thoughts are bent 
On Matters more importing then your Death. — 
But fly in time, hated, and curs'd be gone; 
For if you tempt me longer by your ſtay, 
This Dagger ſhall reward your Villanies. 


How I-abher the odious ſight of em! 
[ Crites comes forward, 


[ Drive: ibem out. 


Zut here comes one, an honeſt- hearted Man, 


And welcome to my Eyes. 
Crit. Madam, you ſeem 
Diſturb'd at ſomething; what can be the Canſe? 
Celo, A Trifle, Crites, at the firlt deſpis'd, 
But now forgot My Siſter is within? 
Pray let her know I'm here. 
Crit. I am proud to ſerve you. [ Exit, 
Celo. Oh! that I cou'd recall the Innocence | 
Of yeſterday; then there were Halcyon Calms! 
What a Tranquillity, and Peace of Mind, 


Employ'd the Hours in Comforts on my Days! 


My full Content fate ſmiling on my Brow, 
And laughing in my Heart, now fled far off, 
„And baniſh'd with my Father. | 
Enter Eurytion with Thelamia, Crites following. 
Eury. Once more farewell: tis hard to part with thee, 
But part we muſt. Now, Crites, I am gone. 
[ Eurytion goes ont. 
B4 Cels, 
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Celo, I did not think, Thelamia, that your Husband 
Cou'd paſs thus coldly by: Methought his Eyes 
Were cautions of me, and at diſtance held, 
Glanc'd on me the Sufpicion of his Fears. 

Tel. O! do not blame tion, tax not him 
Of any Fault, but charge it “ on the Times, 

* Whoſe ſudden Turns of various Intereſts, 
May reaſonably give us Jealoufies 
Of one another, and of all the World. 

Celo. I bring along with me a Siſter's Love; 
Weu'd have it ſo beliey'd, and ſo return'd, 

No Spy upon his Actions. 


Thel. You are rais'd a Partner of that Pow'r, he has 


oppos d. 

Celo. O hated Power! whoſe blind Ambition 
„ Stands like a fatal Rock in Nature's Courſe, 

* Dividing thus our Loves, and Intereſts, 
« Which elſe bad kindly to one Channel run, 
In fruitful Currents, to our Common Good, 

Thel. From that Reflection, Siſter, you muſt find 
My Lord's Exguſe; who, baniſh'd from himſelf, 
And driven from the Temper of his Soul, 

The natural Diſpoſition of his Love, 
Compelfd and torc'd, appears thus chang'd, and cold 

Celo. O Siſter! can a Lady ſhow herſelf 


A Husband's Cauſe ? Yet that I am deny'd. 
O! tis a Theme for the Athenian Song; 

And fits the Virtue of a Spartan Wife: 

„ But wretched that I am! what can I fay 

«© To extenuate Cleombrotus's Guilt ? 


am his Wife, the Partner of his Fame, 


*« But wou'd not be Partaker of his Crimes; 
And how can I avoid it to the World! 
Cleombrotus enters with Ageſilaus. 
Thel. Here comes the King. 
Celo.“ How, Siſter! what is then 
« Our Father, if Cleombrotus be King ? 
« O no: call bim, my Lord, my Husband, or 
« Your Brother, if you pleaſe, but not the King. 
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Ageſ. He muſt have chang'd his Purpoſe, elſe he had 

Faln into their Ambuſh, 

Cleom. I am pleas'd his Flight has ſcap'd 'em: 

To Tegea I know he's gone: ſome two hours hence 

I ſhall have Buſineſs ripe for your Advice. 
Ageſ My Duty ſhall attend your Majeſty, [ Exit, 
Thel. Tis fit 1 leave you. 

Celo, I would have you ftay. 
Cleom. O Madam ! are you found? This is a Place 

I'm pleas'd to find you in. 

Celo. I'm glad you're pleas d. 

Cleom. I come, Thelamia, as a Brother ought, 
To viſit you. 

Thel. That Title of your Love 
Makes all my Happineſs. 

Cleom. I know your Heart 

Ts full of Fears, that your ſoft, gentle Sex, 

The Diſpoſition of your Natures takes 

More dangerous Impreſſions of your Fears, 

Than Bodies ſtronger form'd; therefore I com. 
Celo. Like à kind Brother 
Thel. Heaven grant he prove no more! [A/ide. 
Cleom. I know, in the Obligation of your Blood, 

And as becomes the Office of your Love, 

You have already told her 
Celo. Told her, Sir! 
Cleom. Ay, giv'n her all thoſe kind Aſſurance 
Colo. Of what, my Lord? 

Cleom. Of me, and of my Fortune: 
Which, as my Friends ſhall ſtill command, ſhe may 
an ample Share in. 
Celo. That Subject, Sir, you beſt can ſpeak upon. 
Cleom. You ſhou'd have done it. 
Celo, What Pow'r had I? 
Cleom. You know, my Power is yours: 
Beſides, it muſt have been a grateful Theme. 
Celo. | thought not fo, 
Cleom. How! *rwould have pleas d you ſure? 
Celo, Far otherwiſe. 


Clem. I thought it * pleas d you. 
5 
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Celo. No, I do not underſtand it. 

Cleom. That is ſtrange. 

Celo. Nor care to be inſtructed. 

Cleom. This proceeds 
From ſome more ſubtle Cauſe, 

Celo. From a plain Truth: 
Nor do I underſtand how I can give 
Her more Aſſurances, than I my telf 
Can take from your new Fortune. 

Cleom. That indeed 
You cannot well; She has a Siſter's Claim, 
But you're the Miſtreſs of it, and my Queen. 
Come, come. no more of this Indifference, 
This Coldneſs misbecomes our preſent State, 
It looks like Envy of your Happineſs, 
Which only Fools inflict upon them ſelves. 

Celo, All Arguments are unavailing now, 
Tedious, and from the Purpoſe; and to ask 
Why you have thus proceeded, cannot change 
The Nature of the Action, or undo 
What is already done, | 

Cleom. Grant that, and then 
We muſt look forward, where the opening Scene 
Diſcloſes Nature, elegantly drefs'd, 
To welcome you in her inviting Arms: 
We have that glorious Proſpect now in view. 
To turn, and wonder at the ſlippery Paths, 
The heavy Steps, the difficult es, 
By which we roſe, were to deny our ſelves 
Thofe Pleaſures, which invited firſt our Hoper, 
And would reward our Pains. No, Madam, no, 
« Things done are beſt forgotten, 

Celo. Some never are forgotten. 


Thel. You may provoke bim. | [Tod Celona. 


Cleom. Our Folly then preſerves their Memory, 

Celo. That Folly is our Guilt, 

Cleom. Be mine that Guilt, | 
The Guilt of Empire; all its Thorns and Cares 
« Be only mine: but the ſubſtantial Goods, 
2 Which, in Opinion, or Experienze, | 1 

66 0 


— 


1 
% 
i 
= 
! 
# 


The SrarRTan DAME 35 


& Make Life a real Bleſſing, ſhall be thine. 


. 2's 


Cele. O Sifter, witneſs to my Virtue now! 
Which tempted thus, thus courted to a Throne, 
And by the Man, who has all Charms for me, 
Stands yet reſoly'd——— | 

Cleom. Of what? Reſoly'd! 

Celo. O, Sir! 

Were it a Tack for every common Strength 

To undertake, it were no Part for me; 

But loving as I do, and ſo belov'd! 

Proſperity inviting every Senſe, 

With various Arts, tounprovide my Mind! 

What but a Spartan Spirit can ſuſtain 

The Shock of ſuch Temptations; thus reſolve 
To leave the Comforts of your Bed and Throne, 
And live a Mourner for a © Father's Wrorps ? 

Cleom. How's that, Celona? Wou'd Thelamia Cer 
Have us'd Eurytion thus? 

Celo. He never would | 
Have given her this Cauſe: My Life my Love, 
My Fortune, my Obedience, all are yours; 

But of my living Part, my eternal Fame, 


lam the Miſtreſs, and muſt here command. 
Ill Actions, tho' they be paſt our Recall, 


May be lamented; and not to ſhare the Fruit, 
The Benefits, which firſt drew on their Crime, 
“ Makes ſome Amends; but where is their Reward? 
* A Throne uſurpt! My Father is depos'd 
To make me Queen: Infamous Throne, and Queen! 
Thel. This may enrage him, Siſter, pray 80 more. 
Celo Were J like other Women now, who kaow 
„No Uſe of Life, but in their Appetites; 
Their Tears, their Face of Sorrow, and their Blacks, 
« Might ſerve my Turn, and by Degrees perſwade 
“And reconcile me to my Royal Fate: 
Fut as I am above ſuch Pageantries, 
One of a nobler Aim in all my Ends, 
I muſt deſpiſe thoſe Forms, which cheat the World, 
True Sorrow only lives within the Heart, 
And in our Actions beſt is underſtood: 
. There- 
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Therefore my Virtue will allow no Mean, 


„ muſt renounce your Power, or fhare your Crimes, 


Cleom. This Virtue, which you ſenſeleſly affect, 
Is a Plebeian Weakneſs in your Soul, 
A poor, degenerate Fear of what may be, 
Which nobler Minds can never bad. 
Celo. My Lord! my Lord! I was not born to fear; 
My Country places me above my Sex: 
I am a Spartan born, can know no Fears 
But of Diſhonour; and I would be fill 
A Coward in thoſe Fears. 
Tel. Where will this end? 


Celo. But you are pleas'd to tax me, in your Phraic, 


Of a Plebeian Weakneſs: Sir, I ſcorn 
A groveling Soul; I have a Mind as high, 
As generouſly enlarg'd with Royal Thoughts, 
As enterprizing, great, and glorious, 
As &er Ambition prompted to a Crown. 
Cleom. Give but a Proof of this. 
Celo I VV —— 
Cleom. I ask no more. 


Celo. The higheſt Proof. O! were what you poſſcls, 


„ The Gilt of Nature, from a Father's Death, 

In the Succeſſion a deſcending Right; 

Or had you nobly pain'd it, in Defence 

Of Rites inſulted, and invaded Laws; 

Your Crown, the Thanks of a free'd Peoples Loye; 

The Gift of vindicated Liberty; 

A Wreath of Triumph over Tyranny ; 

The glorious Spoil of Arbitrary Pow'r, 

Wreſted, and torn from an Opprefler's Hand: 

O! were it ſo deſery'd, and to beſtow'd, 

How could I dreſs that Brow, and deck my own! 

What Plots, what Faction“, what Conſpiracies, 

What impudent Rebellion ſhou d oppoſe 

Your Titie then? 1 have a Royal Soul 

Wou'd throw me on my Fate, never to reſt, 

Till i were in the Grave, or on the Throne. 
Cleom, Exert that Royal Soul, let it (till reign? 
Celo, I will, 8 9. 


And | 
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And as I would all Dangers undertake, 

To ſhare a © Godlike Power of doing Good; 

So from that ſacred Right of Sovereignty, 

1 ſcorn the Privilege of doing Ill. 

« Apetty Partnerſhip of borrow'd Power, 

« Precariouſly rais'd, and ſo ſuſtain'd. 

No generous Motive from the Publick Cauſe, 

But an Impulſe of impotent Defire, 

The wandring Luſt of a licentious Will, 

Has hurry'd you, to violate all Laws, 

That ſtood between you, and your impious Eads : 

"Tis therefore I abhor your Tyranny, 

That baſe-born Iſſue of unlawful Might! 

Begot upon the Fears of bad Mens Crimes, 

Or proſtituted, laviſh Principles; 

Cradled in Infamy, and rear'd in Vice, 

Fatted with Feaſts of undeſerved Praiſe ; 

Blown up with Flattery to a Giant Size 

Of Rapine, and oppreſlive Inſolence, 

To trample down the Bounds of Property, 

And ſeize the common Birth-right, Liberty. 

This is the Monfter Idol you ſet up, 

Which, in the Pride of Virtue, I deſpiſe, 

And in that Pride, Igo But do not think 

You can be ſafe: You, and “your ill got Crown: 

Long cannot proſper ; nay, by Hercules, 

The Father of our Empire, I bope 

It wonnot long: If yet there can be found 

Among ſo many Slaves, one Spirit free, 

Among ſo many Falſe, one Man yet true, 

* Unſhaken, unſeduced ; who has preſerv d 

„ His Loyalty, him will I animate; 

Nay, I my ſelf will head my © Father's Cauſe 

Againſt your © Throne—— But O] the conflict here? 

You judging Gods! whoſe Sentence has aſſign d 

To wretched Mortals our proportion'd Share 

Of Labour, and our Recompence of Fame 

For virtuous Actions, look in Pity on me: 

Compoſe this toft, this tempeſt-beaten Breaſt, 

With different Tides of ſwelling Woe oppreſs dz 1 
« Re- 
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1 may prove partial, and pronounce for you, 


38 The SrARTAN DAux. f 


« Reſtrain my Tears, that my weak Eye may ſee 1 

„The Bounds of Parricide and Piety; *F 

* By turns ſuſtain the Daughter, and the Wife, * | 

«« That through divided Virtue's glorious ſtrife, | 

«« ] may reſtore the King, and fave a Husband's Life. = 
| Exit. Thelamia following. 

Cleom. You wonnot leave me too? 1 

Thel. I'll follow her, and bring her back. = 

Cleom. O! you may ſpare your pains. 

Her Fury muſt have way; ſhe's beſt alone, 
And we as well without her, 

Hel. How, my Lord! 

You do not ſpeak your Thoughts, you cannot mean 

Cleom. I can mean only thee! All that thy Prayers 
Can ask of Heav'n, all that the Gods can grant 
In anſwer of thy Wiſhes, all be thine: 

Eternal Youth, an Ever-rifing Spring 

Of ſmiling Beauty, in its bluſhing Bloom, 

Make thee the Pride, and Wiſh, of Hearts and Eyes: 
All Joys, all Bleſſings, which long happy Years 

Of Empire can bellow, I mean to thee. 

Tel. Where would this lead me? 

Cleom. O] thou canſt not be K 
So dull, Thelamia, not to apprehend [4 
What this intends : I would prepare thee thus 
By ſoft degrees, gently engage thy Ear, 

In favour of a Caufe, which 1 muſt plead, 
And you muſt judpe. 

Thel. My Sentence will be mild. b 

Cleom. Indeed thy Looks are wondrous pitiful : 1 
Thy Heart's a-kin to em. 

Thel. I mean, my Lord, 


As you're my King, and Brother. 
Cleom. O that Word! 
Would I were more than that, or not fo much. 
That Brother is too cold; canft thou not find 
A nearer Name? one nearer to thy Love, 
That better can beſpeak thee. ; 
Thel. There is none; 4 
No Name in the Relation of cur Blood, 
SETS 8 ; Kindred, 
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Kindred, or Family, nearer ally'd 
To our Afſections, than a Brother is; 
Husband is only more. 
Cleom. Aud yet you ſee 
] am forſaken; nay, Thelamia, you, 
Ev'n you're abandon'd by a Husband too. 
Good Gods! what is this Marriage? that ſo ſoon 
Depraves our Appetites, that thus prefers 
Vile Things to precious? It comes, like Froft 
Upon a forward Spring; the Flower of Youth, 
Wanton in gay Deſires, here nipt, ſhrinks in 
With all its Svyeets, drooping the tender Head 
Upon its Stalk, no worthier than a Weed. 
Thel, You're merry, Sir, with our Condition. 
Cleom. Who, but a Husband, ever could perſuade 
His Heart, to leave the Boſom of thy Love, 
For any phlegmatick Deſign of State, 
Of Lite, or Fortune? But he's ſatisfied, 
And I ſhould not complain: His Abſence makes 
Me room for my Deſires 
Thel. Defires, my Lord! 
Cleom We are forſaken, but not quite forlorn, 
Not deſtitute of Comfort; there remains 
A Recompence 
Thel. A Recompence! 
Cleom. Rich as my Hopes 
Thel. What Hopes! 
Cleom. That feems intended by our very Fates, 
Deſigningly removing every Bar, 
To make our way to one another's Arms. 
Why do you fly me? 
Thel. O! I now perceive my Ruin plain. 
Cleom. What can you fear in me? 
Thel. I am moſt miſerable. 
Cleom, How ? 
Thel. No more: 
I've heard too much. It was too great a Wrong 
Ev'a to ſuſpe& my Virtue: Bat to explain 
Your guilty Thoughts, is ſuch a Privil:ge 


| i Your high Place only gives you; and from this 
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I fear a future Tyranny. 

Cleom. Away | 
My Thoughts, my every Word, my Actions, 
Are Slaves to the Obedience of thy Will, 
Nor can aſſume a Privilege from Pow'r 
Of violating thee : But Want will ſpeak, 
And all my Want is Love, 

Thel. Call it not Love: 
Coming from you, it has another Name, 
Too horrid for the Ear: Were I that Wretch; 
Were every Light extinguiſh'd in the Mind, 
Which brightens Virtue, and ſhows Vice moſt foul; 
Were J forſaken of all Senſe of Good; 
Abandon'd, and led Captive to all Ill: 
One, whoſe experienc'd Wickedneſs cou'd prove 
Adultery no Sin: Yet ev'n there, 
Among the common Rout, you cou'd not hope : 
Tho' I were ſcar'd againſt all other Sins, 
Inceſt wou'd make me tremble : Sure it is, 
On this ſide Hell, known only in the Name: 
There cannot be a Reprobate ſo loſt, 
So damn'd a Reprobate to act it, ſure ! 

Cleom. Why, Madam, do you think I cou'd proceed 

Thus far, upon this Subject, without Thought, 

A ſerious, judging Senſe of Good and Ill? 

I have a Mind, like you, a Conſcience too,. 

That apprehends the Terror of ſuch Guilt ; 

With Fears as nice as yours; and, but I know 

My loving you cannot be any Crime. 

Thel. How! not a Crime 

Cleom. As purely innocent as any other Love. 

Thel. J have a Refuge yet, a Dagger here. [ Aſia, 
| Cleoms, Brother, and Sideer, are but Terms of Art, 
Occafionally faſhion'd to the Ends 
Ot Government ; as Marriage is no more 
Than a mere human Obligation ; 

Of no more Force than is ordain'd by Pow'r; 
Which, as it ties the Knot, unties it too: 
And I ordain it ſhall no longer bind, 
Thel. O! Sir, conſider. | 


— —— — 
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I cant forgive my ſelf : I've done thoſe Things; 
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Cleem. All that you can ſay, 
1 have conſider d. I have curs'd my Fate, 
But how does that avail me? Curs'd my ſelf, 
And the repented Raſhneſs of my Youth, 
Whoſe unadvifing Folly gave me to 
Your Siſter's Bed, now ſurfeited, and loath'd, 
Thel. Can you repent your Marriage? 
Cleom. Curſes can't 
Mend my Condition: Yet I muſt curſe 
Eurtion, all the World, that comes between 
Me, and my Joys in thee——but this is wild, 
Quite from my Purpoſe, idly loſing Time, 
Whoſe precious Minutes, as they paſs along, 
May bring me Comfor:s : Oh! there can be none, 
But in thy Arms : There I muſt find my Joys, 


Or never find em. 
He freſſing her, ſhe draws a Dagger 
Thel. Find 'em in a * n 228 
Cleom, A Dagger ! arm'd againſt me 
Thel. Stir not a Step! wear it for my ſelf, 
If you attempt me farther. 
Cleom. Have a Care: You wonnot wound your ſelf? 
Thel. A thouſand Wounds 
This, as the Guard of Virtue, ſhall beſtow, 
Rather than leave me to your brutal Will, 
The Murder of my Fame. 
Cleom. This wonnot do : 
I muſt try other Means. [ Aſide. 
—— I know I am ; | 
Within your Pow'r, expos'd to your wild : 
But Death's a — Towns al Wrong — 
And that I can command. 
Cleem. O ! only die 
The guilty Memory of what is paſt, 
My Sin, and now my Shame. 
Thel. Can you ſay fo, and not repent ? 
Cleom. But you cannot forgive : 


Which Pardon cannot reach. 
Thel, If this be true —— 
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Cleom. I cannot look upon that injur d Face, 


(Now to diſſemble well) 2 


Without a Guilt, that quite confounds me. 
Tel. May the Gods, whom you 
Have injur'd moſt, forgive you. 
Cleem, I have wrong'd you. 
Thel. I freely pardon you. 
Cleom. How have I ſlept ! your Virtue only cou'd 
Reftore me to my ſelf. I tremble, now, 
At th* Apprehenſion of my Wickedneſs, 
Of monſtrous Size, and fearfu] to conceive, 
But my Repentance ſets all right again. 


Leading her to the Desr. 


Siſter, farewel : this Victory is your 
Be mine the next. Theſe Meaſures but begin, 
What Love by Stratagem, or Force, muſt win, [Exv, 


ACTI SCENE I. 
Ageſilaus axd Crites. 


Age. © N AY, there are many more as well as they 
« Of profitable ſolemn Ignorance, 

« Who fill Employments, only to exclude 
Men of more able Senſe, and Honeſty. 

Crit, * No matter for their Honeſty, or Senſe : 
* The Government needs neither: Theſe zre Men 
« Fit for our Purpoſe, who can do no Harm, 
*« Who ruling, may be ruPd : The Blanks of Pow'r: 
« They fill the Chairs of Bufineſ:, and high Place, 
Vote as you lead their Voice, or have no Voice, 
„Make up the Numbers, whilſt you are the Sum: 
Alone your ſelf the Ephorate of Sparta. 


| A 


Ageſ. That way 1 have my Wiſh——but this Lady, ſte 4 


Confounds my Policy : What can ſhe mean 
„By all this Violence? 


Crit, 
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Crit, What can ſhe mean? Why, ſhe ſpeaks plain enough, 


che means to bring her Father in again, 
And to unthrone her Husband. In the City 
« Her Party ſwarms already, 


Ageſ. She declaims 


| <& Upon his Wrongs ev'n in the Market-place. 


Crit. And the kind maudling Crowd melts in her Praiſe, 
Age. Our Fools, who from their Fathers have been ſo, 

« Who us'd to be contented to believe, 

Taking up all on Truſt, reel in their Faith. 

Crit.“ Now they begin to doubt. 
Ageſ. Asking us Queſtions of Right, and Wrong, 


„Which, tho' our Conſciences have reconcil'd, 


« My Learning cannot anſwer. 
Crit. Then they ſhake 


| « Their brainleſs Coxcombs, rearing dirty Palms, 


They ſnuffle out their Fears. Al] is not well. 


Ageſ. All wonnot long be well, if this goes on. 
I apprehend the fatal Conſequence, 


| Tho' the King won't. 


Crit. Alas ! Sir, he's employ'd 


la other Fears. Love takes up all his Time : 


But the ſole Miniſtry of his Affairs, 


| The State, you rule. 


Azeſ. And I had fix'd it ſure, 


Had not my Ambuſh for Leonidas 


Been diſappointed. © But he ſcap'd my Snares, 
Still lives, and threatens while be is alive, 
* The Ruin of us all. 
Crit. Then I ſhou'd think 
His Death were well reſolv d. 
Ageſ. I have advis'd it often, but the King 


Crit. Don't trouble him: 


When 'tis once done, he'll find that it is well done. 


Azeſ. Tis certainly moſt neceſſary. 
Crit. Nay, if it be neceſſary, it is juft : 


And in juſt Things, ſometimes to ſerye a Prince 


be 0 


rit, 


Againſt his Will, is the beſt Loyalty. 
Ageſ. Then tis our Duty, Crites ? 
Crit, Without Doub:: ava 
n 
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And more than ſo, our own Security. 
Ageſ. What's to be done? There's nothing to be done 
Or thought on, where he is——cou'd we decoy 
Him here to Sparta. 
Crit. Thaꝭ's icmpoſſible. 
Ageſ. But how ? What Mear.s ? What Arts ? 
Crit. O! there are none. 
Ageſ. Then think no more upon'c, 
He muſt live on, fince *tis impoſſible 
To bring him in our Pow'r. 
Crit. Not quite impoſſible : But very difficult. 
Ageſ. Suppoſe you ſhou'd 
* You who are truſted by him, only can 
<« Betray him——You methinks may quickly find 
Pretences, probable in his Afairs, 
To draw him here. | 
Crit, What, Sir, if he were here? 
Ageſ. Here he ſhou'd ſtay, 
Murder'd as ſoon as enter'd, 
Crit, Here's a Letter ; 
Will ſpeak what I have thought vpon theſe Things, 
Ageſ. "Tis to Leonidas. 
Crit. Pray read it. 


HE Gods declare upon your Side, in their Inſpiration of fi 

Celona; whoſe Virtue, confirm'd by me, has this Night 
reſol/d the Murder of the Brant. Fail not to head you 
Frier di, who will be ready to ſerve you. 


Crites. 


Fgeſ. This cannot fail: 
Her Carriage makes all eaſy to his Faith: 
He will believe, and come. 
Crit, Come! he will come, 
Not for thoſe Reaſons, which you apprehend, 
And might invite another. 
Ageſ. Not for his Crown ? 
I cannot what you rely ON ——_ 
Þ Cu. This: I know the Niceneſs of his Virtue ſucb, 
That when the Letter tells him that his Daughter 


I 


E 


. 
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Tatends her Husband's Murder, he will fly, 
To fave her from the Sin. 


Ageſ. He may reſolye 


To pardon her, and ſo not make ſuch Haſte. 


Crit. O! You are wide of him: Not this Earth's Rule 


Tou'd bribe him to eonſent to ſuch a Crime, 


Tho? far remov'd, and diſtant from his Blood; 


But when ſo near him as a Daughter's Sin, 
You need not doubt his coming. 


| Ageſ. Have you ſaid when he ſhou'd come? 
Crit. The Poſtſcript ſays at Twelve. 
Ageſ. It does, and it appoints your Houſe the Place 
It is the fitteſt Place. 8 
Crit. Pm unſuſpected. 
Give me but your Authority, and ſome 
Convenient Villains, who dare do the Deed: 
And he ſhall fall as ſoon as enter there. 
Ageſ This Letter muſt be ſent. 
Crit. Times will convey it ſpeedily, 


He waits without. | 
[ Goes to the Door, Timæus takes the Letter. 


Ageſ. So, this will make all ſure. 
Cris. Fail not, upon your Life. 
Time. My Life upon't. [Goes off, 
Crit. I've order'd him to ſlay, juſt till he ſees 
Leonidas ſet forward, then to come 
With his beſt ſpeed, and bring me certain Word. 
Ageſ. You muſt attend. 
Crit, Only a Love Affair, 
Which happens luckily enough, and ſhall 
To-Night employ the King. 
Ageſ. That will allo 
Us Time for our Deligns : I'm glad it thrives. 
Crit. O! all goes very well, 
Ageſ. He's coming forth, 
When you're at Leiture, I muſt ſpeak with you, [Exit, 
Cleombrotus to Crites. | 
Cleom. Thou art the Life of Counſel ; It muſt be 
Juſt as thou ſayd'ſt. 
Crit, Indeed, I think it beſt, 


Cleom, 


— wat a » + 
= * 


— 


_ 
A 25 


46 The SPARTAN DAME, 


Cleom. Undoubtedly the beſt. And I muft own 
My ſelf i'th' Wrong, as Paſſion always is. 
So like a mad-brain'd Boy, to think of Force, 
Crit. I muſt confeſs, a violent Remedy, 
In ſome deſpairing Points, does very well: 
When nothing elſe will do, tis well apply d, 
And then a Rape is neceflary ; but 


Your Caſe is far from this: She's in your Pow'r, | r 

And cannot ſcape you: Nay, I fay again, 

She ſhannot, Sir : And when I thus declare, 

You ſhall enjoy her any way you pleaſe, 1 

You wou'd not chuſe a Violation? 1 
Cleom. Thou art my Guide of Love. | 


Crit. This Way, that I propoſe, | 
Shall introduce you for Eurytion, EF 
Give you a free Admiſſion to her Bed, | 
Which you may ſatisfy as well as he. | 

Cleom, Then for his Care 
In coming unattended, in the Dark, — | 

Crit. Unknown of all but me, his faithful Friend. | . 

Cleom. Makes ſtill for us. * 

Crit. All Things muſt be remoy'd, 

And ſilent to receive you. 
Cleom. If ſhe diſcover me 
Crit. Why, if ſne does. 
Cleom. Wou'd it were come to that. 
Crit. Sir, it ſhall come. 
Cleom. I am impatient. 
Crit. Tis too early, yet, 
And you muſt wait: There is no Remedy. 
Cleom. Then I muſt wait. 
Crit. The Hour will ſoon arrive. 
Cleom. Crites, withdraw with me: We mult be nice 
Ia every Circumſtance of Place, and Time: 
Thoſe we'll agree within: This Service done, 
My Thanks in thy Reward ſhall follow ſoon. Exeun. 


SCENE 
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SCENE I. A Bed-Chamber. 


Thelamia and Byzanthe. 


Thel. I pity thee, Byzanthe; thy Gaiety 
Has caught the Infection of my Company, 
And thou art melancholy too. 
BV x. I wiſh I cou'd divert you. 
 - Thel, I thank thy Love, my Friend; tis growing late : 
Yet, e er I go to Bed, Ill try to read 
An Hour away : It may deceive the Time. 
Byz, Pleaſe you, I'll ſtay, and wait. 
l. O! by no means: 
I am too troubleſome, but thou art kind. | 
[Byzanthe goes out, Thelamia ſits down at a Table, 


and opens a Book. 
Here I gave o'er The Story ſeems diſtreſs d: 
How will it end! [ Reads, 


' Tarquinius Sextus then, 

Pretending on a Journey, late at Night 
Came to Collatia, where Lucrece was, 

And breaking thro' all hoſpitable Laws, 

At Midnight raviſh'd her————O Villany ! 
And moſt unhappy Lady ! Collatine, 

Where was her Husband then? 
What do I read ? a little farther on, 

My Author, in his Comment on the Fact, 
Says, twas her Husband's Abſence ruin'd her. 

O fearful Apprehenſion ! This is juſt 

The State of my Condition: The ſad Tale 

May ominouſly repreſent my Fate, 

In wrong'd Lucretia: | am: heipleſs now, 

As ſhe was then: My Husband abſent too, 

As bers then was — Nay, he has already dar'd 
To force the Modeſty ot my chaſte Ears 

With the bold brutal Pa on of his Love: 

And after that——Bur I have forgiv'n him that, 
And he repents——OQ ! it is falſe, and fein d, 
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Diſſembled to betray my Faith, and me: 
Love never is repented, till enjoy“ 


And he, perhaps, this Night, nay, now, reſolve 
He may be here already Hark ! who's there ? 
I dare not ſtay alone : Byzanthe, where, 


Where are you? 
Byzanthe enters, 
Byz. You're diſorder'd much. 
Thel. There's ſomething in my Cloſet, 
[Byzanthe tales a Light, aud goes in 
Byz. Nothing here. 
Thel. Pray, look again. 
Byz. Only your Fancy, Madam. 
Thel. I thought I heard a Noiſe. 
Byz. Nothing has ſtirr d, | 
Within your Hearing, fince I left you laſt, 
Thel. Where is your Husband ? 
Byx. Gone in ſome Affair relating to Eury tion. 
Thel, on he's a faithful, honeſt Friend, wou's he were 
All our good Fortune does depend on him. 
Byx. I think I hear him, Madam 
Crites enters, 
Thel. Welcome, weicome. 
Crit. What, Madam, you have Leiſure for a Pook,— 
Thel. O, Crites, I have met the ſaddeſt Tale, 
The Rape of Lacrece there. 
Crit. Tis famous in 
The Roman Story: Tarquin raviſh'd her. 
Thel. The Circumſtances are ſo near my Caſe —— 
Cu. So near your Caſe! 
Thel. In all but the fad End. 
Crit. What can ſhe mean? [ Aſide. 
Tel. Her Husband was from Home, 
As mine 8 — Cauſe of all. 
Crit. Sure 1 my Purpoſe. ide. 
Thel. When I think a (4 
Upon that Midnight Raviſher, I refle& 
Upon our Sexe's Weakneſs, thus expos d, 
How eaſily we are betray d, or ſold, 
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N By any one in Truſt. 


Crit. There cannot be ſuch Villany in Men. 
Thel. There ſhou'd not, ſure. Indeed, I was afraid, 


But now I think my ſelf ſecurely ſafe, 
In thy kind Care. 


Crit. I'm glad you think you are. 
Byz. Have you no News for us? 
Crit, Faith, I have been 


| In ſuch a Converſation, ſcarce will pleaſe 


ln Repetition: Marriage was the Theme, 


And my Companions its worſt Enemies, 


They forc'd me to my Heels. 
I, What cou'd they _ * Ra 
Byz, No Matter what they ſay. 
Crit. By your good Leave, 


* Theſe Men will be our Judges: We muſt ſtand 
The Inquiſition of their Raillery | 
On our Condition: As, to ſpeak the Truth, 

Nothing can *ſcape their Jeſt : The Gods, and Kings, 


- Manners, and Men, Laws human, and divine, 


. Impos 


. Muſt ſtand, or fall, juſt as they relſh em: 
We muſt not think it hard, 


Thel. What do they fay ? 
Byz, We need not-deubt but Marriage has its Load 


Of Scandal, in the Lewdneſs of their Mirth, 


Was never made in Heay'n. 
Thel. That ſtrikes Home, 
ery of Ape, 
d it firft a Penance on de Pride S 
Of luſty Youth, to keep their Bodies low, 


Crit. Why, firſt they ſwear the Iuſtitution 
Crit, That the malicious R 
Dull, conſtant Slaves to one tir'd, fulſome Bed. 
Byx. A Penance do they call it? 


| Thel, Pray, Sir, on. 


Crit, That Love was ne'er conſulted in this Law : 


But that it ſtands enacted, and ordain'd 


To theſe our Days, that only Intereſt 


Of Fortune, or of Friends, ſhou'd join our Hands, 
No Matter for our Hearts. a5, 


: 


Thel, Wicked, and Baſe ! 
— Crit 
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Crit. Nay, when they once ſet out, they will po on. 
Byz. They have gone far enough, 
Thel. 1'll hear no more. 
Crit. Faith, Madam, you may hear a little more 

And not repent your Pains. d 
Thel. How is the Night? 


Crit. Why, there's a Queſtion now that brings me hom | 


Juſt to my Story's End. 
el. That Queſtion ! Why? 
Crit. Tis juſt about the Time, 
Thel, What wu ? 
Perhaps you have ſome Tidings of my Lord, 
Crit. I have indeed. g 


Thel. When will he come? I languiſh in the Thougl: þ 


Of his —_ : O ! why art thou ſo long 
In News ſo welcome: Pr'ythee tell me all, 

Say any Thing of him, that he is well, 

Say that he comes 

Crit, If you wou'd let me ſpeak. 

Thel. Tis that I wou'd entreat. 

Crit. Then he will come 
In half an Hour, ſo he ſends me Word. 

You know his Pleaſure is, his Coming ſhou'd 
Be private, his own Servants not employ'd. 

Thel. O! I obey in all. But how cou'dſt thou 
So long delay the Comfort of thy News? | 
But I forgive thee, 

Crit. Madam, I muſt wait 
Upon his Coming : You prepare for him, 


And I'll convey him to you. [Ext | 


Thel. Byzanthe, © 
I muſt require your Friendſhip : Pray diſpoſe 
The Buſineſs of the Family, as you pleaſe, 
Out of the Way, I wou'd have all remoy'd : 
He will obſerve our Care, 


Byz. Leave that to me. leu 
Thel, Whilſt J prepare to entertain this Gueſt, | 
l 


Lodge bim in his own Manſion of my Breaſt, 
And make him happy, as he makes me bleſt. 


S CERN. 
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SCENE a Street. 


Crites alone. ) 


Crit. Thus far with Wind, and Tide: Things are diſ- 
ne F pos'd 
Juſt to my Wiſh to carry on the Cheat. 
Where is my Lover now? 'Tis juſt his Time — 
He can't be far I had forgot the Sign 
Not anſwer me ! Nay, then he is not come 
Well, our Employment muſt have Patience, 
Eurytion enters, 
r Fury. What Sign was that? 
Crit. O! You are punctual, Sir. 
Eury. Rather before my Time. | 
Crit. Eurytion here [Aſides 
Indeed, my Lord, ſomething before) our Time: 
I did oct look for you. 
Eury. H, am I punctual then? 
Crit, Punctual, my Lord? 
Eury. Did you expect another? 
Crit. Yes, indeed, 
I did expect another, a good Friend, 
Not ſuch a Friend. I have my Scouts abroad, 
And muſt be ready for em. Vet you come, 
As I cou'd wiſh, to warn you: Dangers, Sir, 
Are every where : This is no Place ; retire, 
Fou may be ſeen, 
E Eury. Vi follow thy Advice. 
Crit. Go not in there. | 
Eury. My Safety muſt be here. [ Goes in. 
Crit. What ſhall I do? Death] Something muſt be 
done. 
9 Crites goes in, Cleombrotus enters. 
wy Clem. The Servants Rill are ſtirring in the Houſe ; 
I beard em talk: Fil take another Turn, 
Crites returns with Eurytion. 
Crit. Your Houſe, you may be ſure, Sir, wonnot ſcape 
N The ſtricteſt Search, 
. C 2 Eury. 
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Eury. Not if ſo general. 
Crit. Nor will be leſs ſuſpected, being Yours. 
Eury. Much more ſuſpected. Crites. But that Sign! 
What cou'd it mean? So late about my Doors, 
Juſt as I came to thee? 
Crit. 1 heard it too, 
And took it for the Signal of thoſe Rogues, 
Who haunt the Night. Informers for the State. 
Eury. Have you fac Miniſters? | 
Crit. No Place is free, Would you were fate, 
Eury. Well, Crites, I am gone, 
Crit. The King will ſoon be there, 
Enry. You'll follow me, [ Ext, 
Crit. When I've ſecur'd all here 
Unſeaſonable Husband! Fare thee well. 


Why, what a 'Scape was this? At the ſame Time, 


The very Place, ſo unexpectedly, 
And juſt upon my Summons of another! 
But he's remov d if he had ſeen his Wife, 
Thad been impoſſible. That lucky Lye 
Has ſent him to my Houſe, to wait the King, 
Leonidas: At twelve I may expect him: 
Tis near eleven now———Cleombrotus 
Wonnot delay me long: For when he comes, 
My Office only guides him to the Door : 
And then to make all ſure, I have prepar'd 
A hearty Welcome for the good old King. 
Enter Timæus. 
Tim. The old King! 
Crit, gy thy Voice. 
Thou'rt come before thy Time. 
Tim. I come by your Command. 
Crit. I faid at twelve. | 
Tim. You ſaid that I ſhould ſtay till he ſet forward, 
Crit. Is he coming then? 
Tim. I ſaw him mounted, 
Crit, How attended ? 
Jim. Almoſt, Sir, alone, 


1 r 
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Crit, He muſt be near. 
Tim. He cannot be far off. 
Eurytion, Sir, already is arriv'd. 
Crit. Wait for me at my Houſe, III follow thee. 
[Timæus goes out. 
This is unlucky — there's no pauſing now: 
Thinking but loſes Time: I muſt be gone. 
Love muſt attend the Leiſure of the State: 
A ſingle Fortune, this a Nation's Fate. 
[Going out, meets Cleombrotus, 
Cloom Who's this? 


Crit. Cleombrotus. Ade. 
Cleom. Crites, I think. 

Crit. Still worſe and worſe. Aſide. 
Cleom. Thou wert in Haſte, 

Crit. Imagine, Sir, the Cauſe. Going. 
Cleom. I know the Cauſe: F 


I ſaid beyond iny Time, and thou wert going 

Io find me out, but I have ſpar'd thy Pains. 

\ This is the Door: Now, my Thelamia! What! 

Thou art uneaſy ſtill 
Crit. I beg you wou'd 

Believe, that nothing, but a Certainty 

Of my beſt Service to you, cou'd perſwade me 

To l:ve you now. | 
Cleom How, Crites! At this Time! and call it Service? 
Crit. Nay, my Duty, Sir. | 
Cleom. No going, Man; thy Duty now lies here. 
Crit. To-morrow will convince you. 
Cleom, Thou art mad. 

Am I not at the Entrance of my Joys? 

Invited by thy own Appointment too? 
Crit. But Accidents —— 
Cleom, There are in Fortune none: 

I conquer her in my Thelamia. 
Crit, To-morrow ſhe ſhall be with Safety yours. 
Cleom. I wonnot truſt To-morrow: Now is mine. 
Crit, This will undo us all. [ Aide. 
Cleom. No Words, but on, 
Crit. Let me but ſpeak 


C 3 Clem. 
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Cleom, I will have no Excuſe; ſhow me the Way. 
Crit. Hear but my Reaſons firſt 
Cleom. Forward, I ſay: Confider who I am. 


Crit. My Royal Maſter. 


- Cleom. Then thy King commande. 


Crit. I muſt be heard, and 
Cleom. Is this a Time, 


then 


Thou ſawcy Trifler, for Argument ? 
[ Both ſpeaking together, neither hear. 


Clom. When Expectation 
rages in my Blood, 
And ſhoots a thouſand Fe- 
vrs thro' my Veins? 

Is this a Time, thou Prater ! 
hence, begone 


Still he goes on, and louder | 


in bis Words 

Not let me ſpe-k !] this is an 
Inſolence, 

Tbat never yet was offer'd 
to a King, 

And ſhou'd be anſwer'd by 
a Dagger, thus, 


| Crit. This is the Time, or 
I muſt never ſpeak: 

I wouid conceal it from you, 
but there is [ you, 

Now a neceſſity of telling 

| Your Life, your Crown, your 
Empire are at Stake: 

Leonidas, the b:niſh'd King, 
is now 

Within your Pow?r, if ycu 
wou'd ſave us all, 

This is your Time, an Op- 

portunity 


Like this you cannot hope, 


UA. Cleombrotus offers to ſtab him, Crites flops, and bows, 
Cleom. Impudent Slave! Open thy Lips again 


Upon this Subject, this ſhall 


lock *em faſt, 


As cloſe, and ſilent, as the jaws of Death, 


Forward, and it troduce me 
And on thy Life ſtir not till 


to her Arms, 


my return. [ Exennt, 


SCENE Celona's Apartment. 


Celona, Servant, and Leonidas. 
Celo. One in diſguiſe ? ſome Meſſage from my Father! 


Admit him: Leave the Room 


tis he himſelf! 


Thus on my Knees, thus let me thanks the Gods, 
Who let me ſee a Kiog again in Sparta. 

Leon. Celona, riſe: the Poſture is too humble; 
Not for the Daughter of a baniſh'd King, 
Nor jor the Wite of talls C'combrotus, 


But 
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But misbecomes that haughty Excellence, 
Which knows to form new Virtue, and wou'd ſhine 
A Pattern to the uninſtructed World. 

Celo. Indeed my Fate, with intricate Misfortune 
Has compaſs'd round my Virtue, Wife and Daughter! 
Each different Duty ſhows a Precipice, 

Where-c'er | turn my Eyes: But yet my Honour, 
That ſteddily wou'd tread the narrow Path, 

Looks with Contempt upon the pageant Greatneſs, 
And moft inclines hens there is moſt Misfortune. 

Leo. It may incline too much. 

Celo. Too much it cannot. 

You ſeem'd, and yet I wou'd not think you did, 
You ſeem'd to tax the Conduct of my Virtue, 
But yet that Power, who places ſuch as me, 

In labouring Mazes of an anxious Fate, 

Who damps the Joys of all our preſent Hours, 
And pays us with the Promiſe of a Name, 

Shall ſee that I ſubmit to his Decrees, 

(f I am mark'd for glorious Wretchedneſs) 

To ſhine the Pattern of a Spartan Daughter. 

Leon. That Fame's too narrow for a Spartan Princeſs, 
Celona too ſhou'd be a Spartan Wife. | | 

Celo. To be his Wife, .I need not be his Queen: 

« And Sparta wonnot think me leſs her own, 
When I refuſe the guilt of Majeſty, 
« And, if there can be Glory there, the Glory, 
« For Innocence, and Ruine with a Father, 
« Teo. Indeed for Ruine, not for Innocence, 
« And ſuch a Ruine, as involves that Father: 
© Juſt when his Soul roſe from the Stroak of Chance, 
* And — with ſcorn, ſecure upon bis broken King- 
% dom. 
That makes me rage at the portentous Beauty, 
* Which firſt betray'd me to thy Mother's Arms, 
* And gave the murdring Viper to the World. 

Celo, Have I offended then? 

Leon. Offeaded! O! 

Thou in a Moment wouldſt deface thoſe Trophies, 
Which my laborious Anceſtcrs, thro' Ages, 
C 4 Toiling 
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Toiling for Fame, had pil'd up, Legacies 
To thei ſucceeding Sons. 1 


Celo. High let em ſtand, 


Admir'd Examples to leſs generous Man, 
Till I by any Act diſclaim their Blood. 


Leon. When Guilt is in its Bluſh of Infancy, 


It trembles in a Tenderneſs of Shame, 

And the firſt Eye that pierces thro? the Veil, 
That hides the Secret, brings it to the Face: 
Put thine amazes me, and ſeems confirm'd, 
Beyond Confuſion bold, and dares the Light, 
Ard the reproaching Horror of thy Father. 


ci 


Celo. © Can it be ſuch a Crime to love you then? 
To flight a Throne, that bends beneath my Feet, 
it hout my Care, and wooes me to afcend ? 
Were you the Lord of all my Love, and Duty, 
And could you give that Duty all away, 

When you refign'd me to Cleombrorns ? 

O! cu were then my Father and my King, 

Nor are you leſs my King, and Father now. 

Leo. How with ſuch fondneſs can you call your ſelf 
My Child, yet ftrive to ſtain the Blood you boaſt? 
The boiling Spirits in my injur'd Veins 


« Cool at the tender Name: See, I am calm, 


«c 
ce: 
«c 
«c 


And treat my Virtue, tho' his Enemy, 


And can reſtect, I ſhould reprove thy Love, 
Before I ſhould chaſtiſe: You were to blame: 

But too much erring Kindneſs was thy fault; 
And that 1 ſhould forgive: come, all is well: 
Repent thy beat, we'll think of it no more. 

Celo. © Repent! I never can repent that heat. Shou'd all 
The Gods of Greece own the Uſurper's Cauſe, 
And chide me with their Thunder in their Hands, 
I could not tremble with repenting Fear, 

Leo. So well reſolvd! So rooted in Perdition! 
The Spirit that inflam'd the Belides, 

Has been too boaſting late in Hell, too vain, 

And rouz'd the Honour of ſome bolder Fiend, 

To ſhow tranſcendent damning to their Shades, 
Celo. Cleambrotus would ſpeak more tenderly, 


In 
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In a more pentle Way, 
Leon O! all you Ghoſts! 

You injur'd Spirits of my Anceſtors ! 

Forbear a while to fire your tortur'd Son. | 

By all your Acts, which form'd my Youth to Honour, 

You truſt your Glory ſafely in my Hands; 

Nor ſhall my Loyns defile your ſacred Blood: 

Give me but ſo much reſpite in my Fury, 

To juſtify the Rage of my Revenge, 

To the remains of Father in my Heart. 

Firſt ſhe ſhall triumph in her Crime, and ſhow 

A hardned Soul, beyond forgiving damn'd : 

And take her then, ſhe falls your Sacrifice. 

Celo. What diſmal] Reſolution ſhakes you thus? 

When I believe I underſtand your Words, 

Some ſudden Start, that contradicts my Thoughts, 

Throws me in wild Amazement. 

Leon, Ay, my Child, 

I will amaze thee, when I let thee know 

The tendreſt Inſtance of a Father's Love: 

For I have ſav d thy generous Hand the Blow, 

A dangerous Task, and done the Work aloue. 

Celo, Alas! What Work! What Blow! 
Leon. The giddy World, 

Unequal Judges of exalted Honour, 

Perhaps had blam'd thy Zeal: But now cis paſt: 

Nor ſhall thy Fame be truſted to the Crowd: 

Yet thou ſhalt triumph too: Thine was the Act, 

My Arm inſpir'd by thee. 

Celo. What can you mean ? 

Leon, Canſt thou not gueſs ? 

Celo, You more amaze me, Sir, 

Leon. I tell thee then, my Heroine: This Nizht, 

Pretending Secrets, and Intelligence, 

I pain'd Admiſſion to Cleombrotus; 

Alone I found him, you may think the News 
Celo. Wou'd 1 were paſt all Thought. [ Afrae, 
Leon. I ſent this Steel with Tidings to his Heart. 

Nor parted thence, till with repeated Wounds, 

I leit the unpanting Villain on the Earth, 
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Celo. And this muſt be my Triumph! Heay'a and Hell 
Are reconcil'd, and join contending Pow'rs, 
To make my Ruin infamouſly ſure. 
I trove to aid my King, and fave my Lord, 
Yet now am call'd his Murderer, you Gods! 
And bid to triu ph in my Husband's Blood. 
Leon. You ſeem diſturb'd. 
Celo. Was it for this, ye Gods! 
© I own'd your. Cauſe in injur'd Majeſty ? 
And ſtrove to keep the temperate Balance juſt, 
Between my different Duties? Twas too much: 
And you reſerve thoſe Heights of Excellence 
To your unrival'd Heaven: I ſhould have been 
Only a Wife, or Daughter: For you daſh, 
Wich Jealouſie, attempting Virtue down, 
That dares beyond your Limits to their Fleſh, 
Leon. I thought you would have prais'd me. 
Celo. O, my Lord, I muſt not curſe you. 
Leon. Cn me tor an Act, you wou'd have done your 
ſelf! 
Celo. I wou'd have done! Murder my Husband, Sir? 
Leon. This very Night 
You had defign'd his Death: I know it all. 
Celo. And ] too much——But cou'd you think me ſuch 
A Monſter, Sir? But, O! I find you do. ' 
Leo. Why! did he not deſerve his Fate? 
Celo. O, Sir! 
1 grant he has deſery'd from Heaven, and you, 
And all good Men, worſe than you can inflict; 
I have arraign'd and ſenter.c'd his Deſerts; 
And I muſt think the Gods but juſtify'd, 
You honourably reveng'd, and good Mens Prayers 
But juſtly anſwer'd in a Tyrant's Fall: 
All this I think with you, and you were wrong'd; 
But bow was 1? How has he injur'd me, 
To make me capable of ſuch a Sin, 
Bar barous, and yet without a Name in Iiell, 
As you imagine, Sir, I had defign'c ? 
le't not enough that I abbor his Crimes, 
But I muſt be his Murderer ? If the Gods, 
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And you, to clear my Fame, will have it fo, 
If I muſt ſtrike at him, it muſt be here 
[Offers to ab herſelf. 
Leon, O Virtue! never to be found again! 
Thy Husband lives, Cleombrotus ſtill lives. 
Forbear a Violence, which, in thy Breaſt 
Wou'd wound me deeper than thy Ponyard there, 
did but try thee: And in theſe Extreams 
ind thee ſtill ſincere to all my Hopes, | 
Fixt to thy Virtue, and thy Country's Fame, 
Thy Sexes Glory, and my Daughter ſtill, 
A Spartan Daughter, and a Spartan Wife. 
Celo. Thoſe Titles raiſe me. 
Leon. I have been abus'd. 
And thou art innocent: This Letter read 
At Leiſure: Crizes knows what it deſigns, © 
He ſent it, and I muſt ſuſpect it now. 
« If Treaſon be abroad, and Plots defign'd 
« Upon my Life, Me may they only find. 
O guard, you Gods of Greece! my faithful Friends 
From the deſtroying Aim of Treachery : 
Blunt the ſharp Arrows, which in Darkneſs fly : 
Diſcloſe the Midnight Arts, and break the Snares 
Which fair fac'd Villany's falſe Heart prepares. 
„Our open Foes we need not apprehend : 
« But Providence it ſelf can ſcarce defend 
* Our ſleeping Lives againſt a faithleſs Friend, [Exeunz. 


n 


A'C-T. W. SCENE I 


Cleombrotus. 


Clom, TH Us far I'm unc iſcover'd. O frail Fleſh! 
And Vanity of Fancy! My Deſites, 

Which mounted me above my mortal State, 

Whoſe Rage, I thought, nothing but Age could tame, 

How have they droopt the Wing, now are they ſunk 

Into the poor Concerns of Earth again ? 

Now, Crites, I can hear thee, Sure there is . 
me- 
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Something extraordinary, as his Carriage was: 
He does not uſe to contradict me: And, 
If I remember right, I heard him ſpeak 
Something abruptly of Leonidas. 
There may be Danger near: I muſt be gone: 
Thelamia takes me for her Husband ſtill: 
I wonnot undeceive her: that may ſerve 
To morrow Night, and I can ſtay till then ——- 
| Thelamia with a Light. 
A Light! She follows me. 
Thel. O! Do not find 
A Trouble in my Love, that thus attends 
In Duty now: Speak, and affure my Fears, 
You are not angry with me. O my Lord! 
J can forgive your ſtealing from my Bed, 
Your Silence there, but not this Silence now, 
What! turn away! nay, going from me too! 
That muft not be: This Hand, my Lord, is mine, 
Nor can ] part with it without a Look 
[He turns ſlowly to her, ſhe drops his Hand, ſhows her 
Siurtrixe, by ſtanding ſtupidly flill a while without 
ſpeaking ; he offering to ſpeak, ſhe ſnatches at his Sworg, 
draws it half out; failing in that, ſhe throws her ſelf 
into a Chair, in the moſt violent Paſſion of Grief. 
Tel The Gods refuſe me their Aſſiſtance too. 
Here let me full forgotten. 
Cleom. Let me raiſe you. 
Tel. Touch me not, Monſter ; thou haſt ſunk me down, 
And can'ſt not raiſe me 
Cleom. To my Bed and Throne. | 
Thel. Diſhonour fill thy Bed, and Death thy Throne, 
Cleem That's an unkind Return, 
Thel. Art thou not gone? Thou haſt accompliſhed 
The tatal ends of thy Deſign on me: 
What wouldſt theu more! 
Cleom. I would bring Comfort to you. 
Thel. © thou Deftroyer! fly, fly from my Eyes! 
The ſad remains of my poor wie: ched Lite 
] wou'd employ in Sorrcw for my Fate, 
Ja Penitence, and Mercy to the World: 
But white thou ſterd in View, I cannot weep : 


My 
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My Eyes refuſe the Comfort of their Tears 
To my Misfortunes: All their Moiſture feeds 
The Paſſion in my Heart, which only can 
Be ess'd by Curſes on thee. 
Cleom. Do not curſe: 
Or if you muſt, think where you ſhou'd begin. 
Thel. O! where begin, indeed! All, all deſerve 
Alike from me, the Gods, and Fate, Crites, and thou. 
Cleom. The Gods, for making you thus heavenly fair, 
And I, for loying you. 
 Thel. Both have been my Curſe, 
Cleom. Crites and Fate were but my Inſtruments; 
Thoſe you have curs'd in me. 
Thel. That Crites! O! 
That Villain! damn'd inſinuating Fiend ! 
How was he truſted! how has he betray'd! 
But I my ſelf am guilty of my Fall, 
By a fond, fatal Ignorance abus d, 
And made th'Accomplice of my Ruin too. 
Cleom. That fatal Ignorance then is your Excuſe. 
Thel. O! there is none in Nature, no Excuſe 
For Crimes like mine: My Sifter's Husband's-—— Oh?! 
Cleom. Be patient, Madam, there's your Remedy : 
You have no other now. 
Tel. Yes, there is one, 
Revenge, that wonnot fail me; While I live, 
I muſt ſolicit that of Gods and Men : 
And Earth or Heav'n will do me Juſtice, ſure. 
Cleom. I'll do you the beſt Juſtice: be advis'd, 
And hear me cal:nly: What is done is paſt, 
Without your Crime: If it be any Sin, 
"Tis ſo in me: But then tis ſuch a Sin, 
The purchaſe of my Peace, and fo beloy'd, 
I never can repent, | 
Thel. O hardued Wretch! 
Cleom. *Tis yet a Secret: While you keep it ſo, 
Your IIusban s not wrong'd: or if he be, 
He who has done it, can maintain the Wrong, 
And hen where's your Revenge? 
Tel. Art thou ſecure 
In Wiek dueſs? That Fool's Security 


Shall 
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Shall be thy Ruine: When I have proclaim'd 
To all the World, as, while I have Life, I will 
Procl»jm my Wrongs—— 
Cleom. Your Shame, your Intamy: 
The World will call it io: \nd then you make 
A Monſter of your Husband. 
Thel. O! Revenge, Revenge! thus, raving thro' the 
Streets, 
Pll cry for Vengeance on thee: All good Men, 
Fathers, and Husbands, Brothers, Spartan born, 
In the Defence and Cauſe of Chaſtity, 
Will arm to fave their Daughters, Siſters, Wives, 
From my Diſhonour in thy Tyranny; 
And, forwarding the Juſtice of the Gods, 
Will rife againſt thy! Uſurpation, 
Level their Thunder at thy Life and Crown, 
O'erturn thy Throne, and end thee in thy Crimes. 
Cleom. Tis poſſible your Story may do Harm, 
And therefore Il] prevent it. 
Thel. Only Death ſhall ſilence it, 
Cleom, Death ſilences at laſt, 
You ſee the Fortune of your preſent State, 
That tis not to be mended by Complaints, 
Yet you complain, and vo to be reyeng'd. 
If you continue obſtinate, reſolv d 
Not to be pacify'd, tis a hard Courſe, 
But Nature does oblige me to provide 
For my own Safety, and that is beſt ſecur d 
By your Eurption's Death. 
Thel. His Death! 
Cleom. I have vow'd his Death. 
Thel. What is his Crime? ] do deſerve to die. 
Cleom. Tis Crime enough to be your Husband now. 
I know his Diſaffection only wants 
A Cauſe like this, to animate the Crowd, 
And his Deſigns againſt my Reign and me; 
But that he ſhannot have: Out ef a Senſe, 
And Tender neſs of you, thus (ar I have 
Witbheld my Juſtice, which now you enforce: 
Therefore reſolye either to pardon me, 
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Or doom Eurytion dead. Crites, you know, | 
Can bring him in my Pow'r. This is your Choice, 
Think well upon't, I will walk by a while. 
Thel. Alas! what Choice! 1 baye no Choice to make: 
My Ruin's certain: But Eurytion! 
Can I reſolve his Death ? he has been wrong'd 
Too much already: O! I never can 
Reſolve his Death — there is no other Way—— 
Let me diſſemble for a Husband's Lite, 
In ſuch a Cauſe, in hopes of a Revenge. 
Cleom. I wait your Anſwer, Madam; if you have 
Confider'd well. I know you will forgive, 
Thel. If 1 ſhould not, twill do me little good. 
Cleom Indeed but little good, 
Thel. Then my Revenge, 
That will involve us all in other Crimes. 
Cleom. In Blood, and Murther: There muſt be the End. 
Thel. O! fearful Sounds! I would not be the Cauſe 
Of Murder, for this Earth. 
Cleom. Then no Revenge. 


Thel. Then no Revenge indeed. But, O! my Shame! 
My Infamy ! 
Cleom. That I'll ſecure you from: 
And I can keep a Secret, when engag'd 
By my own Intereſt; that's the certain Charm 
Upon Mens Tongues: So you are ſure of Mine, 
Tel. | wiſh 1 could believe. 
Cleom, I wiſh you cou'd: 
But to engage me deeper in my Truſt, 
] ſwear—— 
Thel. By what? 
Cl.om. | would by this fair Hand. 
Thel. Well, well, I ruſt believe you. 
Cleom. May 1 hope you have forgiven me? 
Thel. Hope is in your Power. 
Cleom. Say but you have. 
Tel. Not to ſay otherwiſe, is far enough at fi; ſt, 
Cleem. You mean it then? 
Thel. You may interpret for me. 
Cleom. Then I 13y, you have, or ſhou'd forgive 3 F 
= 3 . 1het, 
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Thel. You may find 
My Meaning out hereafter : for this Time 
I would be private. 

Cleom, You won't fay, farewel? 

Thel. To be alone. 

Thel. Then bid me go. 

Thel. Farewel. 


Cleom. That Farewel bids me ſtay: but I muſtgo. ¶ Exit. 


Thel. O! what a Part am I condemn'd to act, 
To fave my Husband's Life! My Husband! Oh! 
J have no Husband : This foul Raviſher, 
Uſurper, Tyrant, Author of all Ills, 

Divorces me for ever from my Lord: 

Has robb'd me of the Honour of a Wife: 

Nor am I worthy of that Title now, 

Or any Name, but ——Oh! let me here 
Bury that Name, and all my Miſcries: 

Sink down beneath the Burden of my Woes, 
Into my Grave, unmention'd, and unmourn'd ; 
Ne'er be remembred in my Story more, 

To the diſhonour of my Royal Houſe, 

Or ſhame of virtuous Wives, 


Celona and Byzanthe 10 her, 


Byz. What do I hear? 

Celo. Amazement of my Senſes! can this be 
Thelamia on the Earth! theſe Sorrows hers? 

Byz, She minds you not. 


Celo. O! *tjs Celona ſpeaks, thy tender, loving Siſter, 


Byz. See, that Name raiſes her Head a little. 
Celo. Now thy Tears 
Flow fafter than before, O! you good Gods! 
Iaſtruct me to redreſs, or comfort her. 
Nay, I iatreat thee, do not ſmother thus 


Thy Griefs with Groans, but give thy Paſſion Words: 


They will unload the Burden of thy Heart, 
It they do nothing more: Byxanthe, help, 
Help me to raiſe her. 
Thel. O! you miſemploy 
Your Charity cn a Wretch, whom all the Gods 
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Concurring in their Bleſfings, with your Means 

To bring me Comfort, never can reſtore 

To Happineſs, 

Celo. O you malicious Stars ! 

I thought my Fortunes might have ſatisfied 

For our whole Family: You ſhow'd your Pow'r 

Enough in me: You might have ſpar'd her Peace: 

But now where will you end? O! Siſter, ſay, 

Speak to me, tell me, can there be a Cauſe 

Of this Diſtreſs ? 

Thel. There is, a wretched Cauſe : 

Believe it ſuch, and ſeek to know no more. 

Cela. Pl] help you to ſupport - 

Thel. The Load will ſink us both. 
Celo. Then we ſhall fall together. Come, the Cauſe ? 

I have a Sifter's Title, and a Friend's, 

That wonnot be deny d Nay, no more Tears, 

But tell me 
Thel., J can't ſpeax 
Celo. Away 
Thel. To any, but a Siſter. | 

| Celo, Pray withdraw [Byzanthe go2s out. 

Now tell your Griefs, none but a Siſtey hears. 

Thel. And now 1 dare not. O! enquire no more: 
Tho? *tis moſt fit my Griefs ſhould be reveald, 
'Tis moſt unfit they be reveaPd to you. 

Celo. If they relate to me, I am prepar d, 

Give 'em a Tong ue. : 
Tel. You'll curſe it, when it ſpeaks———Cleombrotus--- 
Cleo. My Husband? os 
Thel. Monſter of Men. 

Celo. Indeed his © Ufurpation does deſerve 

To be thus treated; but, Thelamia, I 

Have not deſery'd to hear you call him fo. 

If he has made you wretched, I am made 

Unhappy tos: If in a Husband's loſs, 

I have loſt him too, equal in all your Griefs. 

Thel. O! yet there is a Grief beyond all theſe! 
A Loſs, beyond my Father, Husband, Life, 
You wonnot underſtand - - - - 


Clo. 
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Celo. The Gods protect the Honour of our Houſe, 
Thel. Tis faln in me: 
I am abus d, diſhonour'd, and undone ! 
Celo. O! for a Thunderbolt, the Arm of Fove, 
To execute the Vengeance of my Heart 
Upon the Raviſher 
Thel. Cleombrotus. 
Celo. Again Cleombrotus ! O! have a care, 
This is a Subj*&, that concerns my Peace, 
Near as a Father's Cauſe: Therefore no more. 
I know thou haſt been wrong'd, I ſee it plain: 
The Marks of Ruin bluſh upon thee ſtill; 
And thy great Griefs perhaps have turn'd thy Brain: 
It muſt be ſo; for thou art mad indeed, 
To ſay, Cleombrotus cou'd uſe thee thus. 

Thel. This only cou'd remain to make me yet 
More miſerable: If my Injuries 
Be of that monſtrous Growth above Belief, 

How ſhall I bear em? But they fink me down, 
And this muſt eaſe me. [Going to ſtab her ſelf. 

Celo. O! Siſter, hold! 

Thel. I ſaid be fore, you were 
Unfit to hear the Secret of my Fate: 

Vet you would hear, and wonnot now believe. 

Celo. Would I cou'd not believe: But, O! I 6nd 
A Fear in every Thought, that makes me ſhake, 

In Apprehenſion of the fatal Truth: 

And now each trifling Circumftance appears 

In Evidence againſt him: O! tis plain; 

I had forgot I met him at the Door, 

on as I enter'd here; There needs no Proof, 
uller than that: What Buſineſs could he have 

At this dead time of Night, but Luſt, or Blood? 

Monfter of Men indeed! and Tyrant now! 

Here I confeſs the Weakneſs of my Sex, 

Defenceleſs quite againſt a Stroak like this, 

And my full Heart can only ſpeak in Tears. 

| Leonidas enters to em. 

Leon. My Children weeping both! This is a Sight 
Will make me old indeed, © I've ſtood againſt 
* The Ingratitude of Friends, Rebellion's 2 5 
Sg « Ar, 
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« And my revolted Fortune never could 

« Subdue my Virtue, as this Object does. 

Speak one of you, inform me of the Cauſe: 

Celona! Ol it muſt be bad indeed, 

That thus can conquer thee——Thelamia, thou 

Art going: O! I dare not bid thee ſtay, 

Nor ask the Reaſon of thy parting thus: 

But thy Diſorder and Confuſion, ſhow 

Thee moſt concern'd, [Thelamia goes out. 

Celo. There is no ſaying who 
s moſt concern'd: If I may judge the Cauſe, 

I'm injur'd moſt, tho''tis a Wrong to all: 

Nay, Sir, be you the Judge; but Age can't know 
The Pangs of lighted Love; therefore no Judge 
Of my Condition, O! to be deſpis'd, 

Is ſuch a Thought! it ſtrangles Patience. 

Leon, Why this is Madneſs, Child, 

Celo, What, at my Years forſaken! Had I been 
Ugly, or old, miſmatcht to my Deſires, 

My natural Detects had taught me then, 

In a tame Expectation of my Fare, 

To ſat me down contented : But to be 
Thrown off, abandon'd! for a Siſter too! 

O!] monſtrous Love indeed! which ſuch a Sin 
As Inceſt could not tame. 

Leon. What ſay'ſt thou? Ha! 

Celo. Thus violated, forc'd, and thus abus'd! 
She ſtands acquitted to the judging World: 
And Death, or a Revenge, redee ms her Fame. 
But I muſt ſtand the Shot of every Tongue; 
The Cenſure and the Jeſt cf laughing Fools: 
Be pointed at for the forſaken thing, 
Forſaken for a Siſter, 

Leon. Yet again thy Siſter! ſpeak, 

Celo. O! yes, while I can ſpeak. 

Leon. Thelamia torc'd ! 

Celo, Forc'd by Cleombrotus. 

Leon. laceſtuous Tyrant! Plagues of every kind, 
Long ſtudied, and ſtor'd up by Wrath divine, 
For the Revenge, and Fate of ſuch bad Times, 
Fall thick upon his Head: But O! he fins 
| Beyond 
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Beyond my Curſes now, and only Hell, 
All Hell can do him Juſtice, 
Celo. « Heavy Thought! | 
Leon. While heuſurpt my Right, my Place, and Crown, 
* I took him for the Minifter of that Doom, 
* High Heay'n had paſs'd upon this rebel Land; 
Nor murmur'd at my Fate. Had the good Gods 
Thought fit to exerciſe my Patience, 
Stript me of all the Comforts of this Life, 
My Friends, my Hopes, ev'n to my very felf—— 
But here my Age gives way; here J confeſs 
The Frailty of a Man, ſurpriz'd, unarm'd, 
Unguarded, naked to this ſtunning Blow, 
That drives me to the Farth a weak, old Man. 
Cel. © Miſery on Miſery! 
Leon. Away! Tears are thy Sexes Comforts: I muſt find 
Mine in Revenge. 
Cel», Revenge! 
Ro TR for thee, thy Siſter and us All, O! I have 
1 | 
Aſſiſting to this Ruine: Had my Ears 
Been open to the Counſels of my Friends, 
* I might have been reſtor'd, and this undone; 
But it is done, and now muſt be reveng'd. 
Celo. O] Sir, forbear a while. 
Leon. No Time ſo fit for my Deſigns. 
Celo. But hear me 
Leon. Paſſion has no Ears. 
Or if I did, Words cannot alter me. DLExit. 
Celo. Alas! my Woman's Weakneſs has undone 
All that my Virtue had ſo long preſerv'd; 
Now I too late perceive the Conſequence: 
How fatal this Diſcovery muſt be 
To my Cleombrotus! for he is mine, 
My Husband till, however baſe and falſe. 
Tho'I am wrong'd in the moſt tender Part, 
Moſt ſenfible of Pain, I am bis Wife; 
That is the Character I muſt maintain: 
But to preſerve it! ſomething I muſt do, 


But what, or how, the Gods yet only know, [Extt. 
Crites 
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Crites paſſing over the Stage. 

Crit, All that I could of Moment I have learnt; 

But when the Husband follows at my Heels, 

*Tis Time to vaniſh: I have done my do 

At Chamber-pratice, and muſt fhift the Scene, ¶ Exit. 
Eurytion enters. 

Eury. I meet with nothing but Diſtraction 
Thro' all the Houſe: My Servants fly the Room 
Still as I enter it, as each were loth 

To be the firſt in ſome unwelcome News; 

Ev'n Crites ſnuns me too: Something there is 

1 wonnot think the worſt——Heav'n' guard the King, 

And my Thelamia: If either be concern d, 

"Twill be too ſoon to know, when I muſt know; 

Till then I would not gueſs: But there's the King, 

And half my Fears are vain. | 
Leonidas enters. 

Leon. The other half, who is your Fear? - 

Eury. O! you may gueſs, my Wife. 

Leon. This is no Time for Wives. 

Eury. No Time indeed, 

If your Employment calls me. 
Leon. Then no Time, for I have Buſineſs for thee, 
Eury. Sir, ſpeak on. 

Tho' 1 ſhould ſtarve the Youth of my Deſires, 

And come but old to her expecting Arms, 

« When I can ſerve my Royal Maſter's Cauſe, 

The bare Reflection of my Loyalt 

Shall make amends for all my Loſs of Love. 

Leon. Have thy Reward, and hear me; thou art raſh, 
And muſt be pretac'd into Government, : 
And Temper of thoſe Paſſions, which would riſe 
Againſt my Reaſons, and undo us all. 

Eury. Sir, I am calm. 

Leon. Then know, I have this Night 
Reſoly'd to undertake the publick Cauſe, 

With my own Right, and reaſcend the Throne. 

Eury. Heav'n proſper the Reſolve, 

Leon, What all my Friends 
With honeft, weary Counſels could not gain, 
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The general Wrongs have forc'd. 
The general Wrongs are then our Friends. 
Leo. O! the worſt Enemies to thee, and me: 
Thine is the general Wrong Ihelamia 
Eury. My Wife! what, Sir, of her? 
Leo. Are you a Man? 
. Talk you of Wrongs, and her? 
I . Man indeed, to * joyn'd, 
Yet hold my Reaſon til]: But, Ol be quick, 
I cannot promiſe you, it can be Jon 
That 1 ſhall hear you: Madneſs will enſue 
The bare Imagination of her Wrongs, 
And hurry me upon ſome wild Atrempt, 
Which my Repentance never can repair. 
O! therefore tell me all, 
Leo. Then hear me all——Cleombrotus—— 
Eury. Cleombrotus ! 
Leo. Soon as he found 
Your Abſence, made his way, beyond all Senſe 
Of Nature, Gods, or Men, in brutal Rage, 
Purſu'd Thelamia with his monſtrous Love. 
Eury. My Wife! 
Leo. My Daughter, and thy virtuous Wife. 
Then fhe is virtuous. O! the infernal Fiend! 
It went no farther? no, it could not, Sir, 
For Crites was her Guard. 
Leo. He, he betray'd both her, and all. 
O Villain, bred in Hell! 
Has he betray d us? But it ended there: 
O! anſwer the Impatience of my Fears; 
They could rot ſure proceed? 
Leo. Still more reſolv'd, and bolder ſtill 
. Where will my hurrying Fate? 
Leo. Forſaken thus of every friendly Help; 
And nothing but her Virtue her Retreat, 
To ſave her from thoſe ſavage, threatning Wrongs, 
She ſwallow'd Poiſon —— 
Eury. O too crue] Gods! 
Leo. And fo expir'd, 


Eury. 
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Eury. Tis too much for Life. 
[Seems ſtunn'd, and doxes. 
Leo. Nay, then he is prepar'd to know the worſt. 
Thelamia 
Eury. O that Name! 
Leonidas bring Thelamia in a Veil, by degrees, to the 
middle of the Stage. 
Leo. Come forth, my Child! 
Eury. Cou'd it awaken Death, as it does me, 
My Cheeks ſhould burſt with the repeated Sound: 
O! how could I invoke the Rivers, Springs, 
Vallies, and Hills, Dales, Rocks, and yocal Groyes, 
With all their ſplitting Echo's, to my Aid: 
Nay, from the ſtormy Quarters of the Sky, 
Conjure the Winds, charm ev'n the violent North, 
Who, in the Tempeſt of his boiſtrous Veice, 
Should ſummon my Thelamia back again. 
But O! the Tyrant, deaf to all my Cries, 
Hears not my Summons, folds her b:auteous Limbs 
In his cold Arms, as he would grow one piece 
Of Earth with her, and I but rage in vain 
Turning, he ſees Thelamia, and ſtarts, 
- Have then the Gods reſtor'd her to my Prayers! 
It muſt be ſhe: O! ſatisfy the Fears, 
It poſſible, of every Senſe at once, 
I would be all conynic'd, 
Leo. She lives in Death, a Life of Miſery. 
Eury. Not ſpeak to me! What, not one Look? 
Leo. O! the black Hand of Fate 
Has drawn that Curtain to conceal her Wrongs 
Eury. I find em now, worſe than a thouſand Deaths— 
Leo. But they will burſt, like Lightning, from that Cloud, 
And blaze a Day of Horror in Revenge. 
Eury. Speed it you Gods! tho! it be Nature's laſt, 
Revenge her Wrongs! Here I devote my Days 
To Blood, and Vengeance - = - - [Kneels, 
Leon, Vengeance ſtays for us, 
Stalking impatient through our frighted Streets, 
Our Friends united too, to puſh it on, 
Eury, She's going. 
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Leo. O thou Captain of our Cauſe! 
We follow thee thro? all the Paths of Death. 


The Sword from thy foul Wrongs ſhall never part, 


Till ſtab'd, and bury'd in the Tyrant's Heart. [ Exeunt. 


2 * OY —_—_—_—— 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
The Outhde of a Temple. 


Leonidas, Lyſander, Zenocles, and People. 


Leo, He Gods propitious combate on our Side; 
The People animated in this Cauſe, 
To break their Yoke, and vindicate our Wrongs. 
Eurytion enters to em. 
Eury. Hither the Chace had led us: The vile Herd 
Routed, and ſcatter'd -— | 
Leo. With the Morning-dawn, 
They, and their Leaders fall into our Hands. 
Eury. Confounded in the Deſart of the Night, 
Let em brood o'er the Terrors of their Guilt, 
To wait the coming Vengeance of the Day. 
Zen. The Paſſes are ſecur d. 
Lyſ. Non can eſcape. | 
Leo, Cleombrotus has here immur'd himſelf, 
In Neptune s Temple 
Ly /. Garriſon d. and man d, 
In bold Defiance of the Guardian God. 
Cleombrotus and Crites on the Walls. 
Cleom. Who name the Gods, and yet with impious Hands 
Come arm'd againſt their Temple ? 
Eury. Monſter, thou, 
Thou haſt polluted it into a Den 
Of touleſt Villany, of Luſt, and Blood. 
Cleom. Do not you make it ſo, it yet is pure. 
Eury. Art thou there, Crices ? hang upon him lil, 
And weigh him down to fure Perdition. 
Cleom. But who art thou, that I deſcend to thee? 
Leonidas I ſpeak to, once a King, | 


Thou 
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Thou doſt uſurp the Shadow of the Night, 
To paſs thy faded Glory on the State, 
And haſt ſurprizʒ d a Midnight Victory 
O'er frighted Citizens, and ſleeping Laws, 
Which will awake, rouze, and exert their Force, 
In the Defence cf their inſulted King, 
To drive thee out again to Baniſhment, 
Leon. Miſtaken Wretch ! thy Subjects are no more: 
The Laws remain, and gladly live for thee, f 
Their Tyrant once; they are thy Judges now ; 
Therefore ſurrender up thy ſelf to them, 
And fave us from the Miſchief of more Crimes, 

Lyſ. This is your laſt Retreat 

Zen. Which will be forc'd. 

Cleem. Then here I ſtand my Fortune. 

. Puſh it on. 5 


[To Leonidas c. coming to the Front of the Stage. 


Cleom. Now, Crites, now purſue thy own Advice. 
Thou trembleſt! Ha! thou ſnouldſt have fear d before, 

In time have fear d, fear d to have done the Ill, 
Not fear to ſuffer for it, being done. 

Crit. It it ſhould not ſueceed 

Clem. Why then thou feebſt 
The worſt already that can follow it. [Crites retires. 
All is at ſtake, but there is yet a Chance | 
That promiſes, and may riſe fair for us. 

Eury. While you prepare th' Attack upon the Gate, 

And keep em buſie to defend this Side, 
I haye my Pioneers at Work unſeen, 
To dig their Graves, and bury em in Ruin. 
[Goes aut; Leonidas, and his Party advance to the Gate 
in order to break it open. 

Leo, Abandon'd of all Good ! the Gods refuſe 
Their Sanctuary to ſuch Villanies,, ' 
And give thee up devoted. Fall on then, 

And force the Gate 

Chom. Yet, hold, Leonidas, 

Look up, I have an Offer yet to make — 


Leon, Be quick, | [Euphemia on the Walls 
| D Cleom 1 
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Cleom. Tis this A Daughter to preſen 8 
Leo. My Child! Euphemis ! 2 
Cleom. Draw off your Men ; 

For the firſt Violence to force the Gate, 
Shall ſend her to you from the Battlements. 
Les. I plac'd thee in Diane's facred Train, 
To ſhelter thee from er. by he Fate. 
e 


Qn. And I remoy'd her, by the wiſe Advice 
Of honeſt Crites, my beſt Coun 5 1 
To ſhelter me from this impending Storm. 

Leo. O! what is all our Foreſight, you juſt Gods) 

Cleom. Nay, no Expoſtulations with the Gods; 
They have declar d for us in the Succeſs : 

Nor will a thundring Tale of Sarrilege | 
Beat down theſe Walls, or gain an Gutwork here. 
Therefore 5 Time, — muſt reſowre 
To give u van e gain d, | 
Diſperſe — Fadion, d rs" Dowel Friends, 
And you retire from Spares inſtantly, 

Or ſee this Daughter 2 Ape, ſo lov d, 

So innocent, firſt rayiſh' my Slaves, 

And murder'd next, to the guilty Scene; | 
| Leo. © you great Gods! determine for me now. 

Clem. Do you determine, for the Choice is yours) 

Euph. O my Great Father} 'twere Impiety 
Beyond his Crimes, to think the y Powers 
Can. ſuffer, __ dares 72 name. 
Purſue your inju your juſt Revenge, 
Nor loſe a Moment in the Dread of me. 
Therefore again reſign me to the Gods, 

. "The tutelary Parentrof the Weak, | 
Who can diſarm the Proud in his. own Strength, 
There is a Hand unſten, a Shield to me: 

Cleom. Many I have to execute my Will. 
Leonidas, again I ſummon thee. 

What I have done, is a convincing Proof 

I will go a. 8 

To every LA my » Or 

Solicires me: And 1 Will make ſhort Werk, 


. 
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Give her my Slaves, and drag her to her Fate. 

Leo. Hold, hold ; the Gods diſpoſe of me, and mine, 
The Father gives his all to aye the Child: 
Unſtain'd reſtore her to my trembling Hand, 

And I refign my Pow'r, renounce my Crown, 
Disband my Friends, or if you would have more, 
It ſhall be : See, they are going, Sir, 

O my kind Friends! a laft, a long Farewel. 
Aﬀord me but Emphemia, that Support 

Of my declining Age, and I am gone, 

Never, O! never to ſee Sparta more. 


Crit. What Shouts are thoſe? 
Cleom. In thy cold Fit again! 
Lyſ. The Gods begin to thunder from their Shrines, 
| [4 Meſſenger above to Cleombrotus; 
Cleom. What is thy News? 
Meſſ. The Temple is ſurpriz d. 
Crit. Surpriz d! 
Cleom. Impoſſible 
Me. jon is at the Head of the bold Enterprize; 
And is already enter d 
Cleom. Euter d too? 
Zen. Our brave Deliverer! { Below, 
Crit, What will become of me? | | 
Cleom. How got he Entrance? 
Meſſ. Thro' Vaults, and ſecret Paſſes under Ground, 
Diſcover d by the Prieſts, | 
Cleom. I am betray d. 
Meſſ. They ſay you are betray d. 
Betray'd by Crites | 
Cleom. How! 
Crit, Betray'd by me? 
For there are Orders given to ſave his Life. 
To fave his Life? 
Meſſ. The Ptieft, who does prefide, | 
ls of his Blood, and ſhow'd your Foes the way, 
Upon that Promiſe 
Cleom, Thus I make it good. : 
[Seizimng Crites by the Throat, 
D 2 Villain, 


[Shouts in the Temple. 
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Vilkin! Betrayer! thou haſt brought me here 
To the Gulph's Mouth, and doft thou plunge me down ? 
But thou ſhalt try the Leap tis a juſt thought. 
If thou haſt kindred Devils in the Air, 
To break thy Fall, the Prieſt may thank em for't. 
Seize him, take, hoiſt him up, break off his Hold, 
And toſs him headlong from the Temple's Wall. 
Crit. O fave me, fave me, kill me by the Sword. 
{Crites thrown down, they gather about the Body, 


and drag it off. 
Cleom. Down with him. there he flies, I follow next : 
Upward, or downward, *tis indifferent. Exit. 


Leon. Drag off the Carcaſs, caſt it out expos d. 
The Food of Dogs 
Zen. Vultures, and Wolves his Grave. 
| [Shouts and Noiſe of Fighting in the Temple, | 
Leon. Hark, we are call'd, 
Lyſ. They are engaged. | 
Leon. Be quick. Fly, fly, to the aſſiſtance of our Friends. 
Employ your Crows of Iron, Leayers, Beams, 
Agaipſt the Gate, [Attack the Gate, 
Zen. Dig its Foundations up, 
Lyſ. Spare nothing in your way. 
Leon. With heaving Force, 
Wrench the compacted Joints of the ſtrong Pile, 
©! for the battering Ram with armed Head 
To tumble down all Oppoſition. 
Zen. Bravely, bravely done. 
Lyſ. See, it gives way. | 
Leon. Another Tug unlocks the griping Hinge. 
Lyſ. It burſts, it flies. 
Leon. Now follow for the Crown *« of faithful Zeal. 
[They force the Gate, and enter. Shouts again, and 
voiſe of Fighting continued, till the Scene draws, and ſhows 
the Inſide of the Temple. Eurytion gives ground 10 Cle- 
ombrotus and his Party, but is join'd by Leonidas, and 
his; then they drive Cleombrotus to the Front of the 
Stage, and take him Priſoner ; his Party fight off the Stage. 
Leo. Purſue, Eurytion, let em not have breath 2] 
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To rally, but cut off their lateſt Hope. 
Eurytion goes ont with his Party. 
After this Mercy of Deliverance, 
O! never may the Innocent deſpair ! 
Lyſ. This Beaſt of Prey, this ravening Wolf, at laſt 
Is hamper'd in the Toyl. 


Leon. Bring him along. | 
Celona kneeling at the Door. 
Ha! is it thus, Celona, thou doſt preet, 
Thus bail thy Father's Safety, and Succeſs ? 
Celo. O! tor my Father's Safety, and Succeſs, 
I kiſs the Earth in Adoration 
Of the juſt Gods; dejected, humbled thus, 
In this poor ſuppliant State, they have beheld 
Me often on my weary'd Knees for you, 
And they have heard my Vows; left me no more 
To ask of them: They have preſerv d, . reſtor d, 
And re- enthron d you in their Mercy's Seat, 
Their great Vicegerent, now a God to me, 
Leon. Thy Father ever: riſe, Celona, riſe. 
Celo. Tis to that Father then I do appeal, 
Not to the Judge: O! I give up my Caule, 
Condemn'd, and ſentenc'd : And | wonnot more 
A Word in the Defence of that bad Man, 
A Burthen to the Earth with all his Crimes. 
But O! remember, Sir, I am his Wife 
Leon. Forget him, moſt unworthy of thy Care. 
Celo. Inſtructed in that Duty, taught by you, 
Ty'd to his Fortune, wedded to his Pate, | 
To bear a Part is all his Weal, or Woe: 
| O! therefore, if you would defend my Fame, 
| My Virtue, which your Precepts firſt inſpi'd, 
Let me not leave him in Extremity : hg 
If you wou'd ſave your finking Daughter's Peace, 
| Beſtow her Husband's Life, grant it to me; 
Forfeited, dead already to the Laws, 
Sparta renounces him, then drive him out 
To reprobated Exile round the World, 
A Caitive, Vagabond, abbor'd, fp e. 
0 = 3 . 
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Moſt miſerable in a hated Life. 
I ask but for a change of Puniſhment, 
More exquiſite, and ſharp: Revenge it ſelf 
Should grant me that. O! only ſpare theſe Eyes 
The murdering Object of a Husband's Death. 
[Thelzmia enters on the other ſide, weil'd, with a Bow) 51 
her Hand the Mouth downward. 
Leo. Defend me, ſhield me. See, Thelamia comes 
To tear me from thee. [ Goes to her. 
O! rhat Poſture pleads 
More than a thouſand Tongues. This fatal Bowl 
Is drein'd, and empty'd of its Poiſon now, 
A cordial Draught, and thou art happy, Child, 
The Gaul of Bitterneſs is left for me. 
Tis with the ſharpeſt Conflict of my Soul! 
My Bowels are diſtracted in the Love 
Of my unhappy Children, 


Eurytion enters. 


 Exyy. Your Enemies are proſtrate at your Feet; 
And Mercy may become the Conqueror : 
But Vengeance is the injur'd Husband's Right, 
Thus with ſtrong Hand I ſeize, and make it mine. 
| [ Kills Cleombrotus; 
Celo. He's gone. | 


Leon, His Crimes be bury'd in his Death, 
Thel. The Voice of Vengeance in my dying Ear 
Is ſweeter than the Songs of happy Lite. 
Eury. Talk not of dying. 
Thel. O! I only liv'd 
To hear I am reveng'd, reveng'd by you. | 
Eury. Look up, and feed thy famiſt'd Eyes with Blood. 
Leon. Remove the fatal Object from eur Sight. 
Celo. And me for cyer from a hated World. 
| [The Body carry'd off. 
Thel. Yes, once again I lift my faded Eyes 
For a laſt Look of my Eurytion, 
To feed em at the Fountain of thy Light, 
And fil me with thy Image, then to cloſe em 1 
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In laſting Night. 

Eury. Thou'rt going. 

Hel. Lead me — 
From this infected Air: My Spirit ſhrinks, 
And cannot mount in the ſame Sky with him. 
Let me not fall an Outcaſt of thy Houſe, 
Nor in my Ruin loſe the Name of Wife; 
Preſerve Thelamia in thy Memory, 


Who liv'd for thee, and for thy Loſs could die, 


[Eurytion leads her of, 
Leon. The Dead are paſt our Care, 
Celo. Paſt all their Care. 5 
Leon. Be comforted, Celona. 
Celo. I was born 
To be unhappy, and I have my Lot: 
This is the Portion was reſerv'd for me, 
Unhappy in the deareſt Names of Love, 
A Wife, and Daughter ; and I'm paft the Care, 
The miſerable Care of Comfort now. 
Yet I will bear this wretched load of Life, 
But far remov'd, and ſhut out from the World, 
No more to be remember'd in my Wrongs. 
Lem. Thou wott not leave thy Father? 
Celo. I am gone already, Sir. 
Leon, Forſake his hopeleſs Age? "4 
Celona goes to Euphemia, brings her forward. 
and preſents her to Leonidas. 
Celo. The Gods are preſent to you, and have ſent 
This Bleſſing yet in ſtore to raiſe your Hopes. 
Leon, My Child! I had forgot thee in the Crowd 
Of buſy Fate, O! do I hold thee ſafe! 
The Gods have been thy Guard, and my Support. 
Celo. And be they ever ſo. The Winter's Rage, 
That tore your Branches from the bleeding Trunk, 
Is now ſucceeded by the healing Spring, 
To ſtanch its Wounds, and make it ſprout anew, 
Receive her, as that welcome Spring of Life, | 
Pregnant of future Bleſſings for the World, 
To riſe in Comforts on a Father's Age. 


* 
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With the moſt worthy Progeny of Kings, 

A long Poſterity of happy Times. 

Euphemia is the promiſe of the Year, 

A golden Harveſt riſes to your Hopes, 

% All Hearts rejoicing in the Fruits of Peace: 

O! be that Promiſe eyery Year renew'd, 

And in its circling Plenty be fulfil d! 

So ſhall her gentle Influence cheer Mankind, 

And ripen this into an Age of Gold. 

Saturnian Days may then again return, 

And ev'n Celona's Griefs forget to mourn, 
Leon, The guilty Wretch thus dots the Thunder tear: 

The Innocent, involv'd by being near, 

Are blafied, and the ſpreading Ruin ſhare, 
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Written by Major Rzchard/or 
Pack. 


UR Author's Muſe a num rous Iſſue boaſts, 

And many of the Daughters have been Toaſts, 
She who now laſt appears upon the Stage, 
( The Hopes and Foy of his declming Age ) 
With medeſt Fears, a cens ring World to ſhun, 
Reti d awhile, and lid conceal'd a Nun: 
At length, releas'd from that Reſtraint, the Dame 
Truſts to the Town her Fortune, and her Fame, 
Abſence, and Time," have loft her many Friends, 
But this bright Circle makes her large Amends. 
To You, Fair Fudges, ſhe ſubmits her Cauſe; 
Nor doubts, if You approve, the Mens Applanſe. 
(Rebel to Female, as to Royal Pow'r ) 
But all the Gay, the Gallant, and the Great, 
| On Beauty's Standard with Ambition wait. 
Glory is vain, where Love has had no Part: 
The Poſt of Honour is a Woman's Heart. 
Ev'n Chains are Ornaments, that You beſtow ; 
The more your Slaves, the prouder ſtill We grow. 
Man, a rough Creature, ſavage form d and rude.. 
By You to gentler Manners is ſubdu'd: 


EPILOGUE. 


In the ſweet Habitude we grow refin'd, 
And poliſh Strength with Elegance of Mind. 
Our Sex may repreſent the bolder Pow'rs ; 
The Graces, Muſes, and the Virtues, Yours. 

But ah ! tis Pity, that for want of Care, 
Madmen and Fops your Bounty ſometimes ſhare, 
Wretches in Wit's Deſpight and Nature's born, 
Beneath your Favour, nay, below your Scorn. 
May poor Celona's Wrongs a Warning prove, 
And teach the Fair with Dignity to Love. 

Let Wealth ne er tempt you to abandon Senſe, 

Nor Kngves ſeduce you with their grave Pretence. 
Be wile Profaneneſs ever in Diſgrace, | 
And Vice abhor d, as treacherous, and baſe. 
Revere Yourſelves; and, conſcious of your Charms, 
Receive no Damon to an Angel's Arms. 

Succeſs can then alone your Vows attend, 

When Worth's the Motive, On the End. 
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